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Not Lost, But Gone Before. 



Her marble brow 
Was pure, as though some angel wmg had pass'd. 
And swept all tints of earthliness away. 
She faded slowly, softly from the earth. 
And died, as some sweet blossom dies, away, 
Shedding a heavenly incense to the last.' 



See I robed in light she stands, 

Amid the angel bands I 
Her hand a harp is stringing. 
Its notes through heaven are ringing. 
Oh, list ! — the song she 's singing, 

Most joyful is the tone, 

** Heaven is my home." ^°* 



Z. 



KoT i(OST, But Qone Before: 
Voices o-i Uie departed. ^__ 
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The Dead. 



Forget not the Dead, who have loved, who have left us, 
Who bend o*er us now from their bright homes above ; 

But believe, — ^never doubt, — ^that the God who bereft us 
Permits them to mingle with friends they still love. 

Repeat their fond words, all their noble deeds cherish. 
Speak pleasantly of them who left us in tears ; — 

Other joys may be lost, but their homes should not perish, 
While time bears our feet through the valley of years. 

Dear friends of our youth ! can we cease to remember 
The last look of life, and the low-whisper'd prayer? 

Oh, cold be our hearts as the ice of December, 

When Love*s tablets record no remembrances there I 

Then forget not the Dead, who are ever more nigh us, 
Still floating sometimes to our dream-haunted bed ; — 

In the loneliest hour, in the crowd, they are by us ; 
Forget not the Dead — oh, forget not the Dead I * 



Whose Christian fortitude under bereavement gave the impulse 

to this 

QARNERINQ OF THOUQHT; 

Believing th^jt the " dyt" in such hands, 

* 

conjoined with 
Known openness of heart, will find its way most readily 

to the 

^an4$ an4 ^oarit$ of l|)iha){$« 



Remember, 

fHESE gems unstrung. Let them speak to thy heart as does 
the wind-harp in solitude. They are here placed standing 
alone, uttering each an unlinked Voice ; yet, doubt we not, they 
will find a key-note in some heart beating in unison. 

" Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set: but all, 
Thou hfst all seasons for thine own, O death ! " 

*' As the long train 
Of ages glide away, the sons of men, — 
The youth in life's green spring, and he who goes 
In the full strength of years, matron and maid. 
And the sweet babe, and the gray-headed man, — 
Shall one by one be gathered, side by side. 
By those who in their turn shall follow them." 
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IF MY LIFE BBS BUT MY VALKB, AND HEAVEN MY HOME, 
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S Reader, 



^ Hast thou kindly perception of Great 

5 Thought embodied in Nobler Act ? To thee is 
a intrusted this little family group. The children here a 
present, though few in number, are taken from a x 

select school. To thee they are confided in trust by ^ 

> o 
< thy agency ; if deemed competent, they may be helped 

o forward as teachers in that great school-house — ^The g 

> Human Heart. S 
S For self we take no credit, but in humility confess r 

ti o 

^ to be less than the least, furnishing comparatively little ^i 
g else than a rude string, whereon the hopeful and § 
w prajrful may, to their profit, count jewelled beads.' z 
M . "To labour is to pray," has been wisely said. As 
K gems of thought, suggestive of thought, to the truly 
g "Catholic" in spirit, it is hoped these may not have 

an unuttered meaning in the "prayer of labour," 
Our design is to note each individual "Voice" 

when uttered, by affixing a numeral thereto, and a 

corresponding one and name of author attached, as 

will be foimd in the Appendix. 




b*;t,.vet the shorter my journey, 



Little Children, from the Spirit-land go forth 
on thy mission of love ! Teach all how to be — to 
bear— to hope — to act aright! Teach and preach 
wherever a gospel neighbour can be found, and may 
you conduce as much to his strength as you have 
added to mine own. Be thine the endeavour to 
^ supply the inner spirit* s want, most meet for filial love 
< and angels. To thee is given the higher and nobler 
o mission, that of spirit that quickeneth. Heed thou g 

Q ^1 t. J :_ r.-n 1 *. *.i .ti T?^ii.\. g 

O 



J that ; and in full hope rest we there, then, our Faith, § 
until it becomes Sigh 
good. Finally, teach 



X until it becomes Sight, in thy working together for w 



H 



« 



M Each man to think himself an act of God, h 

^ His mind a thought, his life a breath of God ; l'* 

« And bid each try, by great thoughts and good deeds^ *, 

o To show the most of heaven he hath in him. ^ 

2 ,s- 

o 
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PART I. 



" Thus saith the Lord, Set thine house in order : for thou shalt 
die, and not live." — Isaiah xxxviii. 



" The clay that is moistened sends back no sound. Yes, Death 
is silent to the ear, but it ever speaketh to the heart." ^ 



Dead ! what can, what does that mean ? 
Oh tell me, I pray, ye wise men — 
Resolve the doubt for me ! 
They are dumb — all silent I ^ 

Death is but 
A kind and gentle servant, who unlocks, 
With noiseless hand, life's flower-encircled door. 
To show us those we love, (b) 

Death is another life. We bow our heads 
At going out, we think, and enter straight 
Another golden chamber of the King's, 
Larger than this we leave, and livelier, ip) 



% 

Death gives us sleep, eternal youth, and immortai.\te^ 



M. 
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" Put thou my tears into thy bottle : are they not in thy book ? " 
— Psalm Ivi. 8. 

" If ye loved me, ye would rejoice, because I am gone to the 
Father,— Jesus Christ." 



" Not for him, but for us, should our tears now be shed; 
Mourn, mourn for the living, but not for the dead. 
Let the dirge be unsung, and awaken the psalm, 
No cjrpress for him who lies crown'd with the palm." 

Though with tears for his parting 

Our eyes may be dim ; 
For ourselves they are falling, 

Not for him — ^not for him. {b) 



Fo r we must needs die, and are as water spilt on the ground, 
which cannot be gathered up again; neither doth God 
respect any person : yet doth he devise means, that his 
banished be not expelled from him.''— 2 Sam. xiv. 14. 



Z 
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BEING TEMPTED : ANGELS MINISTERED UNTO HIM. 



Not JL(OgT, But Qone Before. 



The good and the true 

Never die — ^never die ; 
Though gone, they are here, 

Ever nigh — ever nigh, {jb) 

Say, why should friendship grieve for those 

"Wlio safe arrive on Canaan's shore ; 
Released for ever from all the hurtful foes, 

They are NOT LOST — BUT gone before, {b) 

Remember, 

¥A?LL clouds of sorrow, all afflictions, are but voices 
^^ from the Spirit-land, which are attuned to the 
deaf in ear and hard in heart, that they may touch 
and make vibrate the chords of the inmost soul, or 
become the medium of mute eloquence, b^ ^nqJs^ixsv^ 
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THE LORD GAVE, AND THE 




holy sympathy from others. They are the voices of 
holy spirits, and do thus speak that all tribes and 
nations may hear, eyery man in his tongue, (a) 

The spirit speaks all tongues, and understands 
Both God's and angel's, man's and all dumb things, 
Down to an insect's inarticulate hum. {b) 

Remember, 

THAT death has no dominion over the soul. It 
can but touch the outer and the coarser part of 
our nature. It can take down the tabernacle in which 
the spirit has had a temporary abode, but the spirit 
turns aside his shaft, and smiles at every effort of his 
power. 

All the laws and all the operations of our spiritual 
nature lead us to the conclusion, tliat the moment of 
death is the moment of still higher mental and moral 
consciousness. It is true tiiat in death we fall asleep, 
but it is the repose of that part of our humanity which 
has become exhausted, and nothing more. The grave 
is the sanctified couch in which we lay down the worn- 
out garment of the flesh ; for the spirit has winged her 
flight where all her powers are called into still higher 



L. 
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LORD HATH TAKEN AWAY ; 

activity : and where her consciousness is ever being 
augmented and heightened. ^^ 

" Thy stroke, O Death, — terror of the world, — I hail, 
'Twill snap the fetters of my captive soul. 
And set me free— free to wing the vasty realms of being — 
Inbreathe the freest air of life divine. 
And bask me in the sunshine of eternal love." 



Remember, 

^ LESSED are the ministrations of sorrow I Through 
^ it we are brought into more tender relationship 
to all other forms of being, obtain a deeper insight 
into the mystery of eternal life, and feel more dis- 
tinctly the breathings of the Infinite.® 

It is the sorrow which God appoints is purifying 
and ennobling, and contains within it a serious joy ! 
Our Father saw that disappointment and separation 
were necessary, and He has made them holy and 
elevating. From the sepulchre the stone, is rolled 
away, and angels declare to the mourners, "He is not 
here. He is risen ; why seek ye the living among the 
dead ? " And a voice proclaims, " Because I live, ye 
sliall live also." 



I 
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BLESSED BE THE NAME OP THE LORD. 

** There is no Death to those who know of Life ; 
No Time to those who see Eternity." 

Mourner, joy ! an angel's pathway 
Brightens with thy treasured flower ; 

Wings unseen its perfumes bear thee, 
Sweetest in life's darkest hour. 

Christian, joy ! no tie is broken — 

All love's strength thou may'st retain — 

God removes ; but faith has spoken, 
Heaven shall yield thee all again.^^ 



Remember, 

i^3?HERE is a voice from the tomb sweeter than 
song; there is a remembrance of the dead, to 
which we turn even from the charms of the living. 
These we would not exchange for the song of pleasure 
or the bursts of revelry.*^ 

With what a marvellous vigour can the soul 
Put forth its hidden strength, looking at Death 
As at angel from the courts of God ! 
And with what beauty at the closing hour 
Will childhood's sweet affections blossom out ! ^ 
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BLESSED ARE THE DEAD 

Remember, 

N all thy strivings, all thy buflfetings, all thy yearn- 
ings of spirit, that . 

Greatness and goodness are not means, but ends ; 
Hath he not always treasures, always friends, 
The good, great man ? Three treasures — Love and Light 
And calm Thoughts, regular as infant's breath : — 
And three firm friends, more sure than day and night, 
Himself, his Maker, and the Angel Deaths 

Remember, 

^HIS, the soul's questioning. If the soul lose this 
tS poor mansion of hers by the sudden conflagra- 
tion of disease, or by the slow decay of age, is she 
therefore houseless and shelterless ? If she cast away 
this soiled and tattered garment, is she therefore 
naked ? A child looks forward to his new suit, and 
dons it joyfully; we cling to pur rags and foulness. 
Ask thyself why we should not welcome death as one 
who brings us tidings of the finding of long-lost titles 
to a large family estate, and set out gladly to take 
possession, though, it may be, not without a natural 
tear for the humble home we are leaving. Deaskw 
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WHO DIE IN THE LORD. 

always means us a kindness, though he has often a 
gruflf way of oflfering it. Even if the soul never returns 
from that chartless and unmapped country, which J 
do not believe, I would take this reason as a good 



one.* 



As Noah's pigeon, which retum'd no more, 
Did show his footing found, for all the flood ; 

So when good souls, departed through death's door, 
Come not again, it shows their dwelling good.'*^ 



Remember, 

i^HERE is only a veil between us and heaven ! A 
veil is the tliinnest and frailest of all conceivable 
partitions. It is but a fine tissue, a delicate fabric of 
embroidery. It waves in the wind; the touch of a 
child may stir it, an accident may rend it ; the silent 
action of time will mould it away. A mere cord 
breaking, a mere " socket of silver," starting from its 
place would have opened the veil of the Temple. 

The veil that conceals heaven is only an embodied 
existence, and though fearfully and wonderfully made, 
it is only wrought out of our frail mortality. So slight 



L 
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17 



THEY REST FROM THEIR LABOURS ,* 



is it, that the puncture of a thorn, the touch of an 
insect's sting, the breath of an infected atmosphere, 
may make it shake and fall. In a bound, in a 
moment, in the twinkling of an eye, in the throb 
of a pulse, we may start into disembodied spirits, 
glide unabashed into the company of great and 
mighty angels, pass into the light and amazement of 
Eternity. ^'^ 

** Oh, watch and pray ere advent dawn, 
For thinner than the subtlest lawn 
'Twixt thee and death the veil is drawn." 



Remember, 

A AY by day unbroken columns are passing through 
(^ the golden gates of the city, and God's elect 
are gathering from the four winds of heaven. There 
are no dead saints ; all are alive unto God, and " we 
live together with them." ^^ 

The forms, indeed, did die, 
That cased the ethereal beings now on high ; 
*Tis but the outward covering is thrown by — 

This is the dead. 
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AND THEIR WORKS DO FOLLOW THEM. 

The spirits of the lost, of whom we sing, 
Have perish'd not ; they have but taken wing- 
Changing an earthly for a heavenly spring ; 

There are the dead, {p) 



Remember, 

c" HAT though the realm of death seems an enemy's 
country to most men, on whose shores they are 
loathly driven by stress of weather ; to the wise man 
it is the desired port where he moors his bark gladly, 
as in some quiet haven of the Fortunate Isles ; it is 
the golden west into which the sun sinks, and casts 
back a glory upon the leaden cloud-rack which had 
darkly besieged his day.^ 

The death-bed of the just — 
Angels should paint it, — angels ever there ! 
There on a post of honour and of joy.^ 

Remember, 

EFORE us stands the Future, a shadow robed in 
vapour, with a far-off sunlight shining through. 
The Present is around us — passing away — passing 
away. And wel "Oh, fearful indeed is this earth's 
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AND ONE OF THE ELDERS ANSWERED, 



pilgrimage, when the soul has learned that all its 
sounds are echoes, all its sights are shadows I But, 
lo ! the clouds open, and a face serene and hopeful 
looks forth and says, Be thou as a little child, and 
thus thou shalt become a seraph. The shadows 
which perplex thee are all realities — the echoes are 
all from the Eternal Voice .which gave to light its 
being. All the changes round thee are but images 
of the Infinite and the True, seen in the mirror 
of Time, as they pass by each on a heavenly mis- 



sion. 



6 



As the tree 
Stands in the sun, and shadows all beneath, 
So in the light of great Eternity, 
Life eminent creates the shade of death ; 
The shadow passeth when the tree shall fall, 
But life shall reign for ever over all.^ 



Remember, 

OD'S saints are like forest trees in their golden 
autumn tints — grandest in decay, when the hand 
of death is on them. They often hear, like Bunyan's 
hero, distant bells from the land of Beulah. Mvs^s^ 
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SAYING UNTO ME, WHAT ARE THESE 

tering angels seem to bring downi draughts — preliba- 
tions from the river of life, to refresh their spirits in 
the closing conflict. ^^ 

The souPs dark cottage, batter'd and decay'd, 

Lets in new light through chinks that time has made ; 

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become, 

As they draw near to their eternal home ; 

Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view 

That stand upon the threshold of the new.^^ 



Remember, 

T is good for us at times to be sad, to be serious, 
to meditate profoundly, to send our thoughts 
earnestly forward to another world, to hush the sound 
of mirth and shade the splendours of life, and hold 
meek and reverential communion with Him who 
presideth over all. Those wish not wisely who desire 
life to be like one strain of music, or the sparkle of a 
summer's wave. Suffering often calls forth our best 
feelings, and the highest energies of the mind. It 
exalts and purifies. It awakens a true spirit, and 
naturally leads us nearer to heaven. As the shadow 
of Peter is said to have given life to those upon whom 
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WHICH ARE ARRAYED IN WHITE ROBES? 

it rested, so often will sorrow give higher life to the 
soul.2^ 

He that lacks time to mourn, lacks time to mend; 
Eternity mourns that. 'Tis an ill cure 
For life's worst ills, to have no time to feel them. 
Where sorrow is held intrusive, and tum'd out, 
There wisdom will not enter, nor true power, 
Nor aught that dignifies humanity.^ 



Remember, 

? HE solemn hour of death once passed, the spirit, 
upborne by angels, finds itself at once ushered 
into the Reception-Room of heaven, the first of the 
"many mansions." There we shall see Jesus, not 
seated, but standing, as when He rose to receive His 
first martyr — to welcome us home, encircled by the 
general assembly and Church of the first-bom, the 
spirits of just men made perfect, and an innumerable 
company of angels waiting to greet our arrival. In 
advance and more eager than all the rest of that 
blessed throng, will be the loved ones from whom 
we parted on the margin of the river, across which 
they passed to the Celestial City. Oh, what a rece.^ 




22 
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AND WHENCE CAME THEY? 



tion, what greetings, what joy-wishings then ! " We! 
come, husband ! welcome, wife ! welcome, child 
welcome, parent, brother, sister, pastor, friend !'' wi! 
burst from ten thousand times ten thousand lips 
louder than the voice of many waters.^* 

Not to the grave, not to the grave, my soul, 

Follow thy friend beloved I 

But in the lonely hour. 

But in the evening walk, 
Think that he companies thy solitude ; 

Think that he holds with thee 

Mysterious intercourse ; 
And though remembrance wake a tear, 

There will be joy in grief.®' 




Remember, 

/ARTH'S ties are loosening, life's relations ar( 
lessening, sacred friendships are narrowing, thi 
purple clouds of our pilgrimage are disappearing, an< 
soon we ourselves will be the last shadow that shal 
mplt into eternity ! But these hallowed ties, thesi 
hallowed relations, these sacred friendships, thes^ 
heaven-enkindled loves, will all be found again in qui 
Father's House. ^* 
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AND I SAID UNTO HIM, SIR, THOU K^OWEST. 

My Father's house on high, 

Home of my soul — how near 
At times to faith's aspiring eye 

Thy golden gates appear 1 

Ah ! then my spirit faints 

To reach the land I love, 
The bright inheritance of saints, 

Jerusalem above.^^ 




Remember, 

» 

HEN you go to the grave of some loved one to 
weep and meditate there, take Jesiis with you. 
No mourner will bend with you over that tomb with 
a deeper sympathy — ^with tears more real, more warm, 
more soothing than His. Is it a pious mother's grave ? 
Memory loves to make its pilgrimage thither, as to 
the Mecca at whose shrine it kneels, travel where we 
may. If, of all the graves which has hid the earth, 
there is one more attractive, more holy, more sacred 
to Jesus than another, it is this — the precious urn 
which contains the ashes of a once godly, pra)dng 
mother?^ 
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AND HE SAID UNTO ME, THESE ARE THEY 

Death cannot separate — ^is memory dead ? 

Has thought, too, vanished, and has love grown chill ? 
Has every relic and memento fled ? 

And are the living only with us still ? 

No ! in our hearts the lost we mourn remain, 

Objects of love and even fresh delight. 
And fancy leads them in her fairy train 

In half-seen transports past the mourner's sight.*' 



Remember, 

HEN tempted in the season of overwhelming 
sorrow to say, " Never has there been so dark a 
cloud, never a heart so stripped and desolate as mine," 
let this thought hush every murmur, "// is your 
Father^ s good pleasure I '* The love and pity of the 
tenderest earthly parent is but a dim shadow com- 
pared to the pitying love of God. If your heavenly 
Father's smile has for the moment been exchanged 
for the chastening rod, be assured there is some deep 
necessity for the altered discipline.®' 

Whatever my God ordains is right 1 

My Light, my Life is He, 
Who cannot will me aught but good, 

I trust Him utterly ; 
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WHICH CAME OUT OF GREAT TRIBULATION, 

For well I know 

In joy or woe 
We soon shall see, as sunlight clear, 
How faithful was our Guardian here. 

Whate'er my God ordains is right I 

Here will I take my stand, 
Though sorrow, need, or death make earth 
For me a desert land ; 
My Father's care 
Is round me there ; 
He holds me that I shall not fall. 
And so to Him I leave it all. 



Remember, 

c^PHE flight through immensity is made "in the 
twinkling of an eye;" the pilgrimage to the 
spheres occupies but a moment. There is no waiting 
for a celestial convoy. A troop of angelic beings, 
unseen, crowd the chamber of death, and are ready, 
with outstretched wings, to bear the spirit home to 
God immediately on its emancipation from the flesh ; 
the last quiver passed from the bloodless lip, the last 
breath sighed out, and, swifter than the beams of the 
morning, or the flash of the lightning, they tower 
with it to glory. ^® 
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AND HAVE WASHED THEIR ROBES, 

Oh ! the hour when this material 

Shall have vanish' d like a cloud. 
When, amid the wide ethereal, 

All the invisible shall crowd ; 
And the naked soul surrounded 

With realities unknown, 
Triumph with the view unbounded. 

Feel herself with God alone ! 

In that sudden, strange transition. 

By what new and finer sense 
Shall she grasp the mighty vision, 

And receive its influence ? 
Angels ! guard the new immortal 

Through the wonder-teeming space, 
To the everlasting portal, 

To the spirif s resting-place. 



Remember, 

^ HE Sainted Dead ! they are our treasures ! Like 
the inheritance upon which they have entered, 
they are incorruptible, undefiled, and they fade not 
away, but are reserved in heaven. Ho ! ye that would 
be rich — ye that seek for treasures, seek them not on 
earth. Earth yields only that which is mortal and 
perishable. That which dies seeks the earth, not that 
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AND MADE THEM WHITE 

which lives. Ho ! ye that seek for treasures ; they 
are our treasures-^living treasures — the Sainted 
Dead, {a) 

Our d)nng friends come o*er us like a cloud 
To damp our brainless ardours, and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smooth 
Our rugged path to death. 



Remember, 

HE departed are thinking, feeling, acting still. 
Their bodies are in the dust, but their bodies 
are theirs not them — their instruments not themselves. 
The breaking up of the harp destroys neither the life 
nor the music of the lyrist. The science and love of 
sweet sounds may still inspire his breast, he may 
grasp some other instrument and send forth strains 
more rich, more deep, more entrancing than ever. 
The spirits, turned into music here, hymn their lofty 
anthems.^^ 

" When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave." 
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IN THE BLOOD OF THE LAMB. 

Remember, 

^PHOSE who fall asleep in Jesus are not lost to 
those that survive them. They are only parted 
from them for a time, to meet again, and to meet at 
home. They are no more lost than a dear friend is 
lost who goes home before us, after we have sojourned 
at a distance, and whom we are soon to follow, and 
know where to find. But to our society, our coun- 
sels, our plans, and our labours here below, they are 
lost; and the loss will be deeply and lastingly felt, 
in proportion to the greatness of the excellencies 
by which .they were in life distinguished and en- 
deared."^ 

Dear is the spot where Christians sleep, 
And sweet the strain which angels pour ; 

Oh why should we in anguish weep ? 
They are not lost— but gone before. 

Secure from every mortal care, 

By sin and sorrow vex'd no more ; 
Eternal happiness they share 

Who are not lost— but gone before ! {b) 
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THEREFORE ARE THEY BEFORE THE THRONE OF COD, 



Remember, 

ijo OW much richer and more attractive is heaven 
than earth to a renewed and holy mind, each 
moment growing richer and more attractive, by the 
accession to its happiness of those, the holy and the 
loved ones of the earth, who have for a Httle while 
preceded us to that world of perfect bliss ! Our 
treasure in glory, how rapidly it accumulates ! Death 
which impoverishes us here by snatching from our 
embrace the objects of our love, by that same act 
augments our riches in heaven, into the full posses- 
sion and enjoyment of which it will, in its appointed 
time, beneficently translate us. 

But the sweetest, the most powerful attraction of 
heaven, let us never forget, is, that Jesus is there. 
Ah, what would heaven be were He absent? Could 
we, at this moment, rush into the fond embrace of the 
dearest of the glorified ones, and meet not the " Chief 
among ten thousand, the altogether lovely One," oh 
how soon would its glory fade from our eye, and its 
music pall upon our ear. It would cease to be heaven 
without Christ^* 
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AND SERVE HIM DAY AND NIGHT IN HIS TEMPLE : 

The saints who die of Christ possess'd. 
Enter into immediate rest ; 
For them no further test remains, 
Of puring fires or torturing pains. 

Who trusting in their Lord, depart, 
Cleansed from all sin, and pure in heart. 
The bliss unmix'd, the glorious prize, 
They find with Christ in Paradise, {b) 

Remember, 

yyp FEW more rolling suns — a few more swings of 

^^ Time's pendulum, and the world's curfew-bell 

will toll, announcing the Sabbath of Eternity has 

come.*^ 

" Oh that I had wings like a dove ! for then would I fly away, 

and be at rest."— PsALM Iv. 6. 
"There remaineth therefore a rest to the people of God." — 

Hebrews iv. 9. 

Remember, 

Sp O be dismissed from earth, from temptation, from 
t> passion, from the body, and from sin, is to be 
admitted into that greater but invisible world, upon 
the verge of which we are continually living. It is to 
emerge from time into eternity. It is to close the 
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AND HE THAT SITTKTH ON THE THRONF 

outward eye as needless, to lose sight of all its objects, 
and to open the inward eye upon the world of spirits. 
It is to say farewell to a group of weeping friends, and 
bid welcome to the multitude of ransomed souls. It 
is to leave all care and pain and uncertainty and sin 
for ever behind us. 

It is also a passing into glory. God is there ! He 
who is everywhere present unseen, is there present to 
thie lively apprehension of the redeemed. Christ is 
there 1 and the longing soul finds itself in His embrace. 
The breaking up o^ the tabernacle sometimes reveals 
glimpses of this glory ; even here 

The soul's poor cottage, shattered and decay*d, 

Lets in new light through chinks that time has made.^ 

Oh, change ! — Oh, wondrous change I 

Burst are the prison bars ; 
This moment there — so low, 
So agonised — and now 

Beyond the stars. 

Oh, change 1 —stupendous change I 

There lies the soulless clod ; 
The sun eternal breaks. 
The new immortal wakes — 

Wakes with his God ! ip) 
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SHALL DWELL AMONG THEM. 




Remember, 

? HE soul in these bodies does not act to the utmost 
extent its nature is capable of. It is like a bird 
that, let out, enjoys a whole world of liberty, but not 
before. There is a kind of immensity in the soul, 
and this is one part of God's image ; but it is strait- 
ened in these bodies that it cannot act to such an 
extensiveness. As the river is straitened within its 
banks till it falls into the ocean, so the soul here is 
straitened by ignorance, infirmities, pressures ; but at 
death it slips into the ocean of eternity, where there 
is no more straitness.^^ 



Oh, weep not for the dead ! 
Rather, oh rather give the tear 
To those that darkly linger here, 

When all besides are fled. 
Weep for the spirit withering 
In its cold cheerless sorrowing ; 
Weep for the young and lovely one 
That ruin darkly revels on : 

But. never be a tear-drop shed 

For them, the pure enfranchised dead. 
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THEY SHALL HUNGER NO MORE, 

Oh, weep not for the dead ! 
No more for them the blighting chill, 
The thousand shades of earthly ill, 

The thousand thorns we tread ; 
Weep for the life- charm early flown, 
The spirit broken, bleeding lone ; 
Weep for the death-pangs of the heart, 
Ere being from the bosom part : 

But never be a tear-drop given 
, To those that rest in yon blue heaven.^ 



Remember, 

HE hour for rest has not yet come. The benefits 
of trials Inust first be gathered into the soul. 
The heart must be disciplined; faith must be culti- 
vated ; the power of the souPs endurance must be 
tested. It is not the design of God that the Christian 

** Should be carried to the skies 
On flowery beds of ease." {a) 

The more the cross, the better Christian ;— 
God lays the touchstone to the soul ; 
How many a garden must lie waste 
Did not a tear-storm o'er it roll ! 
Refining grief a living coal, 
Upon the Christian's heart is placed. 



c 
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NEITHER THIRST ANY MORE ; 



The more the cross, the more believing ; — 
In desert lands the palm-trees grow ; 
And when the grape is strongly press'd 
Then doth its sweetness overflow ; 
And strength lies hid in every woe, 
As pearls do in the salt wave rest. 

The more the cross, the more the praying ;- 

The bruisM plant yields sweetest balm ; 

Man doth i^ot seek to find the pole 

In quiet seas and steady calms ; 

And how should we have David's psalms, 

Had he not had a troubled soul ? ^ 




Remember, 

? HAT in the deepest moral darkness there can be 
music — music which sounds softer and sweeter 
than by day; and that when the instruments of 
human melody are broken, there is a hand which 
can sweep the heart-strings and wake the notes of 
praise, {b) 

Let sinners saved give thanks and sing, — 

The Lord has kept in dangers past ; 
And oh ! .sweet thought, the Lord will bring 

His people safe to heaven at last. 
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NEITHER SHALL THE SUN LIGHT ON THEM, 

Let sinners saved give thanks and sing, 
Of Jesus sing through all their days ; 

In heaven their golden harps they *11 string, 
And then for ever sing His praise, {b) 



Remember, 

HERE God is, there can be no night. Where 
bright, holy angels throng, there can be no 
sorrow. Where celestial music rolls through the 
galleries and arches of temples filled with the efful- 
gence of. the Deity, there can be no sighing. Where 
Jesus reigns in His majesty and glory, " all tears shall 
be wiped away." 

No night in heaven ! Then no sad partings are 
experienced there ; no funeral processions move, no 
death-knell is heard, no graves are opened. Then 
no mysterious providences will there perplex us, no 
dark calamities will shake our faith; but we shall 
walk the golden streets of the eternal city, surrounded 
with perpetual brightness, breathing an atmosphere 
of heavenly purity, and free to enter, the palaces of 
our King, or climb to heights over which no shadow 
ever passes.® 
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NOR ANY HEAT. FOR THE LAMB 



Creature all grandeur, son of truth and light, 
Up from the dust ! the last great day is bright ; 
Bright on the holy mountain, round the throne, — 
Bright where, in borrowed light, the far stars shone. 

Look down ! the depths are bright ! and hear them cry, 
** Light ! light ! *' look up ! 'tis rushing down from high ; 
Regions on regions, far away they shine : 
'Tis light ineffable, 'tis light divine I 

** Immortal light, jmd life for evermore ! *' 
Off through the deeps is heard from shore to shore, 
Of rolling worlds, — man, wake thee from the sod, — 
Wake thee from death, — awake ! — and live with God ! {b) 

Remember, 

p HERE is a home, far above all ocean tempests, — 
a home where the death-chill from cold waters 
will never be experienced ! 

At the appointed hour the sea shall give up its 
dead. Coral tombs, and " the giant caverns of the 
unfathomed ocean," shall resign their charge; and 
this corruption shall put on incorruption, and this 
mortal be clothed with immortality. Then may the 
glorified saints have reached the haven of peace, cast 
their anchors within the vail, and feel secure from all 
danger, (a) 
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WHICH IS IN THE MIDST OF THE THRONE 

Oh for a breeze of heavenly love, 

To waft my soul away 
To the celestial world above, 

Where pleasures ne'er decay. 

From roclcs of pride on either hand, 

From quicksands of despair. 
Oh, guide me safe to Canaan's land, 

Through every fatal snare. 

Anchor me in that port above, 

On that celestial shore, 
"Where dashing billows never move, 

Where tempests never roar I {b) 

Remember, 

HE volume of the Divine ways is a mysterious 
volume. As the breath dims the window-pane 
in looking out on the fairest landscape, so the breath 
on the windows of sense and sight often obscures the 
glory of the moral landscape, causing us to exclaim — 
" Nouf we see through a glass darkly ^ The material 
world around us, and the spiritual world within us, 
are full of enigmas which we cannot solve; much 
more may we expect marvels and mysteries in the 
ways and dealings of God — " deep," great deep " judg- 
ments." *' 




J 
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When this passing world is done, 
When has sunk yon glaring sun, 
When I stand with saints in gloiy 
Looking o'er life's linish'd story, 
Then, Lord, shall I fuUy know. 
Not till then, how much I owe. 

Remember, 

fOTHING is permanent The best of earth 
joys are evanescent. Like the bubble rising 
the surface of the stream, which glitters for a mome 
in the sunshine in its rainbow hues, then it is got 
and the place that knew it knows it no more. B 
the rest above is eternal — no foe can invade it, i 
storms can disturb it. It is the rest of a final ko7i. 
over the portals of which is written, " Ye shall go t 
more out." '' 

■ ' Be not weary, troubled Christian, 
Rest remains for thee on high ; 
Dwell upon the untold glory 
Of thy future home of joy : 
" There, nor stn, nor sorrow mtereth ; 
There thy soul, ittuned to praise, 
Shall, in strams of heavenly fulness. 
Songs of happy triumph rsise." 
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UNTO LIVING FOUNTAINS OF WATER t 

Remember, 

IFE is short. Man has two minutes and a half 
to live — one to smile, one to sigh, and a half 
to love — for in the middle of this he dies ! But the 
grave is not deep — it is the shining tread of an angel 
that seeks us. When the unknown hand throws the 
fatal dart at the end of man, then boweth he his head, 
and the dart only lifts the crown of thorns from his 
wounds.^* 

The time of life is short ; 
To spend that shortness basely were too long, 
If life did ride upon a dial's point 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour.*' 



Remember, 

[? HE record life runs thus : Man creeps into child- 
hood — bounds into youth — sobers into man- 
hood — totters into second childhood, and slumbers 
into the cradle prepared for him ; ^^ thence to be 
watched and cared for by angels, until awakened into 
that new and spirit life where he shall know no age 
nor after decay. 
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AND GOD SHALL WIPE AWAY 

A dancing shape, an image gay. 
To haunt, to startle, and waylay : 
A being breathing thoughtful breath, 
A traveller between life and deatli.' 



Remember, 

^yjjS^'LTHOUGH the loss of a friend often afflicts us 
<^ less by the momentary shock than when it is 
brought back to our minds some time afterward, by 
the sight ot some object associated with him in the 
memory — of something which reminds us that we 
have laughed together, or shed tears together; that 
our hearts have trembled under the same breeze of 
gladness, or that we have bowed our heads under the 
same stroke of sorrow ; so may one behold the sun 
sink quietly below the horizon, without leaving any- 
thing to betoken that he is gone; when the sky 
seems to stand unconscious of its loss, unless its chill 
bhieness in the east be interpreted into an expression 
of dismay. But anon, rose-tinted clouds — call them 
rather streaks of rosy light — come forward in the 
west, as it were, to announce the tiding of a joyous 
resurrection.*^ 
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ALL TEARS FROM THEIR EYES. 

Partaken mercies are forgotten things, 
But expectation hath a grateful heart, 
Hailing the smile of promise from afar, 
Enjoyment dies into gratitude.^ 



Remember, 

[the shore of the beautiful spring is steep, and 
we swim on the dead sea of life near the shore, 
but we, the ephemera, have no wings. Death, this 
sublime evening-red of our St Thomas* day, this 
great amen of our hope, shouted across from yonder 
shore, would appear before our low couch like a beau- 
tiful crowned giant, and lift us up by degrees into 
the ether, and rock us there, were it not tliat we are 
broken and stupefied ere thrown into his gigantic. 
It is illness alone that takes from death his glory; 
and the pinions of the' aspiring soul, (laden and 
stained with blood, tears, and clumps of earth,) trail 
broken on the ground. But death is a flight, and no 
fall, only then when the hero throws himself upon one 
single fatal wound, and man stands like a spring- 
world, full of new blossoms and old fruit, and the 
earth passes by him like a comet. ^^ 



X. 
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LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLE^ J 

** So may we live that every hour 
May die as dies the natural flower, 
A self-reviving thing of power ; 
That every thought and every deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed." 



Remember, 

fipOY most of all loves to see Death at her festive 
<S board; for he is himself a joy, and the last 
rapture of earth. Only the vulgar can confound the 
heavenward soaring flight of humanity into the far 
land of the spring, with the mock funeral phenomena , 
on the earth ; in the same manner as they take the 
hooting of owls, on their departure for warmer climes, 
for the rattling of ghosts.^ 

Seraphs on earth pant for their native skies, 
And nature feels it painful not to rise.^® 

Remember, 

^F the hidden Infinite One, who is encompassed 
(J^ by gleaming abysses without bounds, and who 
Himself creates the bounds, were now to lay immen- 
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YE BELIEVE IN GOD, 

sity open to thy view, and to reveal Himself to thee 
in the distribution of the suns, the lofty spirits, the 
little human hearts, and our days and some tears 
therein, — wouldst thou rise up out of thy dust against 
Him, and say, "Almighty ! be other than thou art"? 
But be one sorrow alone forgiven thee, or made 
good to thee — the sorrow for thy dead ones ; for this 
sweet sorrow for the lost is itself but another form of 
consolation. When the heart is full of longing for 
them, it is but another mode of continuing to love 
them ; and we shed tears as well when we think of 
their departure, as when we picture to ourselves our 
joyful reunion — and the tears, methinks, differ not.^* 

When in anxious, troubled hours 
Our grieved hearts almost despond, 
When subdued by sickness, 
Anguish gnaws upon the spirit, 
Oh, then it is, God himself stoops down ; 
His love approaches near to us, — 
Then we look beyond our present griefs, 
And there appears His angel before us ; 
Who brings the cup of joyous life, 
And whispers that peace and comfort 
Which His children ask not in vain.^ 
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BELIEVE ALSO IN ME. 

Remember, 

?HE outward covering of blood and tissue, of 
motion and sensitiveness, may lose its mys- 
terious vitality — it may wither like a leaf, fall off like 
an old garment — but the essential man, in all his 
proper human thought and consciousness, remains 
" unclothed." «' 

" The sun is but a spark of fire, 
A transient meteor in the sky ; 
The soul, immortal as its Sire, 
Can never die." 



Remember, 

INHERE is healing in the bitter cup. God takes 
away, or removes far from us, those we love, 
as hostages of our faith, (if I may so express it,) and 
to those who look forward to a reunion in another 
world, where there will be no separation, and no 
mutability, except that which arises from perpetual 
progressiveness, the evening of life becomes more 
delightful than the morning, and the sunset offers 
brighter and lovelier visions than those which we 
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IN MY father's house 



build up in the morning clouds, and which appeax 
before the strength of the day. Faith is that precious 
alchemy which transmutes grief into joy ; or rather, 
it is the pure and heavenly Euphrasy which clears 
away the film from our mortal sight, and makes 
affliction appear what it really is, a dispensation of 
mercy. ^^ 

Thou art not lost, — ^thy spirit giveth 
Immortal peace and high it liveth I 
Thou art not mute — with angels blending I 
Thy voice to me is still descending 1 

Thou art not absent, — sweetly smiling, 
I see thee yet, my griefs beguiling ! 
Soft o'er my slumbers art thou beamuig. 
The sunny spirit of my dreaming ! 

Thine eyelids seem not yet concealing 
In death their orbs of matchless feeling : 
• Their living charms my heart still numbers, — 

Ah I sure they do but veil thy slimibers ! 

As kind thou art, — for still thou *rt meeting 
The breast which gives thee tender greeting 1 
And shall I deem thee alter'd? Never I 
Thou 'rt with me waking — dreaming, ever ! ^ 
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ARE MANY MANSIONS; 

Remember, 

p HOUGH this poor instrument, the human body, 
may be broken, the dial-plate effaced, and 
though the hidden artist can make no signs, he may 
be rich as ever in the things to be signified. Fever 
may fire the pulses of the body ; but wisdom and 
sanctity cannot sicken, be inflamed, and die. This 
would be to set the cross above the crucified. ®° 

" Oh who would live alway, away from his God, 
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode. 
Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright plains 
And the noontide of glory eternally reigns?" 

Remember, 

RIEF is only the memory of widowed affection. 
The more intense the delight in the presence of 
the object, the more poignant must be the impression 
of the absence. . . . These associations with the past 
do not excite sorrow, but to an affectionate mind are 
sorrow. The morality, then, which rebukes sorrow 
rebukes love. There are, doubtless, cases not infre- 
quent, in which the mind is unduly overpowered by 
affliction, in which the tranquillity of the reason is 
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IF IT WERB NOT SO, 

wholly overset, and the energy of the will utterly 
prostrated. Here, beyond controversy, is a state of 
mind morally wrong ; for God never absolves us from 
our duties, however He may sadden them. But to 
rebuke the feelings of grief in such a case, is to cast 
the censure in the wrong place; it is not that the 
sorrow is excessive, but that other emotions are de- 
fective in their strength. ^° 

In the hour of deep affliction 
Let no impious thought intrude ; 

Meekly bow with this conviction, 
Grief was sent thee for thy good, {b) 

Remember, 

T is possible to think of heaven, merely in order 
to think of loved departed friends, and to idealise 
our connexion with them. If so, God and His king- 
dom is not the end, but only means to an end. But 
reverse the order ; seek first God's kingdom and His 
righteousness, and the Lord will surely give unto us, 
in addition, a new and blessed reunion with our 
friends who have gone before, and who are ennobled 
by their separation from this world. We may expect 





i 
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I WOULD HAVE TOLD YOU. 

to receive this renewed intercourse as a ripe fruit 
from His merciful hand.^^ 

Joyful words — ** We meet' again !" 
Love's own language — comfort darting 
Through the souls of friends at parting 
Life in death — ** We meet again. "^ 

Remember, 

T is when death and darkness come, men learn, it 
not before, what their nature is, to what it is 
exposed, and by what sustained ; what it needs and 
craves. The future and eternity are made sure. 
They are brought close around them. They have an 
interest there now, they have treasure there. A part 
of themselves is there. The parent who gave them 
being, the brother or sister who shared that being, 
the child who was all their own — is there — and they 
are there also. Their nature, all their affections, 
were reposed in those objects, and you cannot, no 
power can change ; death, worlds, cannot sever them 
wholly. Their very removal to an unknown state 
makes that state known. Their flight into the distant 
and dark future illumes that future. The angel of 
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1 GO TO PREPARE A PLACE FOR YOU. 

death, who bore the loved away, opened the heavens 
as he ascended, and now the eye of faith penetrates, 
the heart of faith lives in that spiritual world.*^ 

Is not the dream of heaven more sweet, 
Bright with those living forms of love ? 

Does not each trial that we meet 
Raise our rapt spirits more above ? 

Yes ; death that pales our curdling cheek, 

Tells of an angel's opening bliss j 
Again we view the forms we seek 

Bright with immortal happiness.*^ 

Remember, 

Although we are accustomed to think of 

'^ heaven as distant, of this we have no proof. 

Heaven is the union, the society, of spiritual, higher 

beings. May not these fill the universe? Milton 

has said — 

" Millions of spiritual beings walk the earth, 
Both when we wake and when we sleep." 

A new sense, a new eye, might show the spiritual 
world compassing us on every side. Whilst we know 
not to what place our friends go, we know what is 
infinitely more interesting, to what beings they go. 
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I WILL COME AGAIN, 

We know not where heaven is, but we know whom it 
contains ; and this knowledge opens to us an infinite 
field for contemplation and delight. They who are 
borne into heaven go not only to Jesus, and an in- 
numerable company of pure beings ; they go to God. 
These new relations of the ascended spirit to the 
universal Father, how near ! how tender ! how strong ! 
how exalting ! But this is too great a subject for the 
space which remains ; and yet it is the chief element 
of the felicity of heaven.*^ 

Is then the world to which I fly, a world 

Of souls, or do we perish in the instant 

Life quits the body? No ! some instinct tells me 

All minds are then expanded to perfection ; 

They can see further into the dim past, 

They can think further into the wide ftiture 

Than we can here imagine, {b) 

Remember, 

IGHT is sown for the righteous and joy for 
the upright in heart." ** Night is the time to 
weep," because then none can look upon our tears ; 
but in heaven there are no tears to hide, no need of 
night. In this life our light is " neither clear nor 
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AND RECEIVE YOU UNTO MYSELF : 

dark." Mercy sweetens one cup, judgment embitters 
the next. To-day Providence smiles upon us, to- 
morrow it seems our enemy. At one time we are 
surrounded by lovers and friends, but soon we are 
solitary and forlorn. The gourd of which we were 
exceeding glad has early withered. The mountain 
which we thought strong has failed us. Our best 
comforts are blighted, shrivelled, lost. . . . But 
"weeping endureth for a night, joy cometh in the 
morning." There shall be "no night" in heaven. 
There the tear of sorrow never wets the cheek, the 
heart is never wnmg with anguish, the icy hand of 
death itself is dead.^^ 

Tears, liquid pearls, oh gently flow I 

'Twill ease my aching breast, 
'Twill cool the fever of my brow^ 

And lull my soul to rest. 

Oh *tis a luxury to weep ! 

When sore oppressed the soul, 
And torn with anguish wild and deep 

0*er which we 've no control. 

To weep o*er gentle friends that lie 

Pale in Death's cold" embrace ; 
And 'mong the stars that gem the sky 

To trace their dwelling-place. 
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THAT WHERE I AM 

Then for a luxury of a tear, 

Oh let us thank Thee, Heaven ! 

For m the solace of a tear 
A precious boon is given. \b) 



Remember, 

EAVEN for us is not a mere abstraction. It is 
not a brilliant paradise in a far-off country, 
which we shall enter as strangers, and in which — 
wandering amidst its oppressive magnificence, tread- 
ing its golden courts, plucking its gorgeous fruits, and 
listening to its seraphic music — we may yet be liable 
in our isolation to feel the need of that human sym- 
pathy which did something to lighten our woes on 
earth. No, it is " our Father's house," where Christ, 
our elder brother, dwells, where all we love is clus- 
tered, and where the outflowings of parental aflfection 
will thrill and gladden, (a) 

No partings yonder ! 

Time and space never 
Again shall sunder, — 

Hearts cannot sever,— 
Dearer and fonder 

Hands clasp for ever. 
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THERE YE MAY BE ALSO. 

None wanting yonder ; — 

Bought by the Lamb, 
All gather'd under 

The ever-green palm, 
Loud as night's thunder 

Ascends the glad psalm.'* 



Remember^ 

EATH is not a journey into an unknown land; 
it is the voyage home. We are going, not to a 
strange country, but to our Father's home, and among 
our own kith and kin. We go to join the whole 
household of faith, to sit down with patriarchs, pro- 
phets, and apostles, martyrs, confessors, and saints. 
What a meeting there of parents and children and 
death-divided friends. ^^ 

There are partings here, and the bright eyes dim, 
As we sing in sadness our farewell hynm ; 

But courage ! our Father's house is fair, 
And hearts are not wrung by partings there. 

There is sickness here, and the throbbing head 

Tosses in pain o'er the sleepless bed ; 
Look upward ! our Father's house is near, 

And sickness may never venture there. 
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GOD IS OUR REFUGE AND STRENGTH, 

There is labour here, and the weary one 
Sighs that the toil is not yet done, 
But a voice from home fills the balmy air. 
The weary ones are all resting there. 

Our Father's house ! it will not be fill*d 
Ere His voice of welcome our hearts has thrill'd j 
There is room for us in that mansion fair. 
Nor long will our seats be vacant there. 

At home with Jesus ! oh, let us press 
On to that haven of blessedness ! 
May all we love, when our lives are past, 
Meet in our Father's house at last, {b) 



Remember, 

W " CLOUD of witnesses " surrounds you, all testi- 
^^ fying that the fled joy of earth gives place to 
the full and permanent bUss of heaven 3 that Jesus 
now turns His peoples' sorrow into joy, by the sustain- 
ing power of faith, and the sweet discoveries of love ; 
and that He will perfect that joy when He brings them 
to drink of the " pure river of water of life, clear as 
crystal, proceeding out of the throne of God and of 
the Lamb." May sanctified sorrow enable you to 
sing as one has done — ** 
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5S 



A VERY PRESENT HELP.IN TROUBLE. 



Saviour I whose mercy severe in its kindness, 
Has chastened my wanderings and guided my way, 

Adored be the power which illumined my blindness, 
And wean'd me from phantoms that smiled to betray. 

Enchanted with all that was dazzling and fair 
I followed the rainbow — I caught at the toy — 

And still in displeasure, Thy goodness was there, 
Disappointing the hope, and defeating the joy. 

The blossom blush'd bright, but a worm was below ; 

The moonlight shone fair, — ^there was blight in the beam ; 
Sweet whisper'd the breeze, but it whispered of woe j 

And bitterness flow'd in the soft falling stream. 

So cured of my folly, yet cured but in part, 

I tum*d to the refuge Thy pity display'd ; 
And still did this eager and credidous heart 

Weave visions of promise, that bloom*d but to fade. 

1 thought that the course of the pilgrim to heaven 
Would be bright as the summer, and glad as the mom ; 

Thou show*dst me the path — ^it was dark and imeven — 
All rugged with rock, and all tangled with thorn. 

I dream*d of celestial rewards and renown ; 

I grasp'd at the triumph which blesses the brave \ 
I ask*d for the palm-branch, the robe, and the crown ; 

I ask'd — and Thou show*dst me a cross and a grave. 

Subdued and instructed, at length to Thy will. 
My hopes and my longings I fain would resign ; 
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THE LORD OF HOSTS IS WITH US, 

Oh give me the heart that can wait and be still. 
Nor know of a wish or a pleasure but Thine ! 

There are mansions exempted from sin and from woe, 
But they stand in a region by mortals untrod : 

There are rivers of joy but they roll not below ; 
There is rest, but it dwells in the presence of Grod.®^ 

Remember, 

T is appointed unto men once to die ; and doubt- 
less this is our destiny. It is not likely that we 
shall be translated as were Enoch and Elijah. We 
do not expect the coming of Christ before the sand 
of our glass has run out ; and we know of no existing 
circumstance, or probable event, by which we may 
gain exemption from death. Seeing, then, that death 
is our destiny, it behoves us carefully and steadily to 
look at it as something before us. The places which 
know us now will cease to know us. From our 
homes, from the scenes of our occasional resort, from 
the place of pubUc worship, we shall one day go out 
never to return. The best antidote to the fear and 
pang of dying is the sight of heaven opened, and the 
assurance that when we leave this world we shall go 
in through the pearly gates into the celestial city.^^ 



Not Lost, But Gone Before, 57 

THE GOD OF JACOB IS OUR REFUGE. 

There Jesus shall embrace us, 

There Jesus be embraced, — 
That spirit's food and sunshine 

Whence meaner love is chased. 
Amidst the happy chorus, 

A place however low, 
Shall show Him us ; and showing, 

Shall satiate evermore.*" 



Remember, 

f HAT heaven is more often seen from the house 
of mourning than from the house of feasting ; 
more often seen by the widow than by the bride; 
more often by the orphan than by the unbereaved 
child; more frequently by the feeble than by the 
strong ; more frequently from the martyr's stake than 
from the prince's throne; from the barn, perhaps, 
than from the cathedral; from the catacombs of 
Rome than from the gorgeous St Peter's. Do not 
shrink from suffering. Be brave in suffering. Do 
not call heaven-sent afflictions by bad names. Drive 
from you a spirit of murmuring and repining; and if 
a sorrow comes as a heaven-sent messenger, bid that 
sorrow welcome.^® 




i 
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BE STILL, AND KNOW THAT. I AM GOD. 

Brief life is here our portion ; 

Brief sorrow, short-lived care j 
The life that knows no ending, 

The tearless life is there. 
Oh happy retribution ! 

Short toil, eternal rest ; 
For mortals and for sinners 

A mansion with the blest ! ^ 

Remember, 

f/SOLATION or separation will be unknown in 
heaven. It is not possible to be alone or lonely- 
there. We shall see those whom we knew on earth, 
shall be permitted to embrace our children and our 
friends again with all the fervour of a pure and 
spiritual love. Oh, depend upon it, in a realm of per- 
fect happiness, this will not be absent — to know and 
love again those we have known and loved below. ^* 

Sister and friend, why starts the tear? 
That kindred minds, no longer near, 
Perhaps no more shall mingle here 

Together I 

Ere bow'd beneath affliction's rod. 
The peaceful paths of life we trod, 
And joumey'd to the house of CJod 

Together ! 



Not Lost, But Gone Before, 59 

PEACE I LEAVE WITH YO^, 

I 

No separate wish our thoughts employed, 
No separate care our bliss alloy'd ; , 
Ever we sorrowed or enjoy'd 

Together I 

What though no more our souls prepare 
The various ills of life to bear, 
And every transient joy to share 

Together I 

We have a fairer home on high,— 
Dimly its bliss we here descry, — 
Where we shall spend eternity 

Together I 

We have a faithful Friend above, 
A Father of unchanging love 
Though parted, we that love shall prove 

Together ! 

And where unbroken friendship reigns, 
Nor of divided joy complains. 
Shall rise our sweet angelic strains 

Together!^ 

Remember, 

N the better country the Horeb never stanches, 
and the Baca never dries. The fountains play 
perpetually, and the waters ever live. And the Lamb 
is familiar with them all To the bosky brink of one 

\ 
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MY PEACE I GIVE UNTO YOU , 

He leads His white-robed followers; and in its 
fringing glories, and populous profound, they read 
the riches of creative power and skill. To the 
melodious verge of another He conducts them ; and 
in the grayer light which gushes high, and flings its 
rainbow wide — in the balm scattered by its wafted 
dews, and the songs with which the branches wave — 
they hear it endlessly repeated, " God is love." 
And to another still He guides them ; and simple as 
the margin looks, and limpid as the waters are, it 
dilates and deepens as they gaze — deepens till it 
mocks the longest lines, dilates till Gabriers eye can 
see no shore ; and in its fathomless abyss, and ever- 
retreating bound, they recognise the divine unsearch- 
ableness. In Paradise every fountain lives, and each 
living fountain is a lesson full of God ! ^^ 

By the bright waters thy lot is cast 

Joy for the happy friend, thy bark hath passed 

The rough sea's foam j 
Now the long yearnings of thy soul are stiU'd, 
Home ! home ! thy peace is worn, thy heart is fill'd. 

Thou art gone home, (b) 
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LET NOT YOUR HEART BE TROUBLED, 

Remember, 

jrHE departed are looking on us, but not with 
earthly, partial affections. They love us more 
than ever, but with a refined spiritual love. They 
have now but one wish for us, which is, that we may 
fit ourselves to join them in their mansion of bene- 
volence and piety. Their spiritual vision penetrates 
to our souls. Could we hear their voice, it would not 
be an utterance of personal attachment, so much as 
a quickening call to greater effort, to more resolute 
self-denial, to a wider charity, to a meeker endurance, 
a more fiUal endurance of the will of God.^^ 

Death never separates — the golden wires 
That ever trembled to their names before, 

Will vibrate still, though every form expires, 
And those we love we look upon no more. 

No more, indeed, in sorrow and in pain ; 

But even memory's need ere long will cease ; 
For we shall join the lost of love again 

In endless bands and in eternal peace. ^ 




62 Not Lost, But Gone Before, 

NEITHER LET IT BE AFRAID- 

Remember, 

HE inheritance fadeth not away. Its spring is 
everlasting ; its flowers are unwithering ; its 
verdure is ever luxuriant and bright. Beautiful gar- 
dens of paradise ! no wintry blast sweeps with deso- 
lating fury through your beauteous trees, or over your 
fragrant flowers ; no scorching sun bums up the 
shrivelled root; no pelting storm assails the sea ot 
life. Amidst your amaranthine bowers there walks 
the second Adam, awaiting the arrival of the second 
Eve, who is yet in the wilderness adorning herself 
with bridal purity and grandeur, and in due time she 
will be ready to meet her Lord, and walk with Him 
through the unblighted groves of Paradise regained.*® 

Dreams cannot picture a world so fair ; 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom j 
For beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb 
It is there — it is there, my child.®* 

Remember, 

PIRIT knows nothing of time or space. What 
we call distance is not distance in the estima- 
tion of angelic and glorified existence ; and, therefore, 




Not Lost, But Gone Before, d^^ 

WE WALK BY FAITH, NOT BY SIGHT. 

if our souls are really on the ascent to God, frequent 
will be our meetings with the holy ones, and deep 
and loving will be our fellowship.^'' 

Departed, say we? is it 

Departed, or come nigh? 
Dear friends in Christ, more visit, 

Than leave us when they die. 
What thin veil still may hide them 

Some little sickness rends. 
And, lo ! we stand beside them ; — 

Are they departed friends ? (^) 

Remember, 

fUR nature is in no respect destroyed as to its 
essential properties, and loses none of its facul- 
ties by its passage through death ; all its faculties are 
retained, and acquire additional power and expansion 
by the transition. Heaven is represented 2^^ perfecting 
our nature. Memory will still be a faculty of glorified 
minds. Can the fond mother forget the child of her 
youth, though he dwell in far-off lands ; and can it 
be that distance of time or place can obliterate from 
the minds of glorified saints, "mother or sister, 
brother, sire, or son," as the case may be, the images 



\ 
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THY BROTHER SHALL RISE AGAIN. 

of those they loved when on earth ? These images 
will still live bright in memory's eye, and be treasured 
up as sacred things in the storehouse of their minds.^^ 

Do I forget ? ah no ! 

For memory's golden chain 
Still binds my heart to the hearts below, 

Till they meet and touch again. 
Each link is strong and bright. 

And love's electric flame 
Flows freely down like a river of light 

To the world from which I came, ip) 

Remember, 

OT HERE is only one army of the living God : 

tS " Part of the host have cross'd the flood, 

And part are crossing now ;" 

but it is one army. There is but one body growing 
up into Christ, its living Head. The Head and the 
upper members in heaven, the lower members on 
earth ; but it is but one system — one body, and at 
no very distant period the whole body shall be drawn 
into the upper sanctuary, and stand out to the gaze 
of the admiring universe in the full stature of the 
perfect man. I hail with joy, therefore, anything that 
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— ■ - - ■ - 

I AM THE RESURRECTION AND THE LIFE : 

has a tendency to bring me even in thought near to 
the loved and gone before. 

They are all gone into the world of light I 

And I alone sit lingering here ; 
Their very memory is fair and bright 
' And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove, 
Or those faint beams in which this hill is drest, 

After the sun's remove. 

I see them walking in an air of glory, — 
Whose light doth trample on my days ; 

My days, which are, at best, but dull and hoary, 
Mere glimmerings and decays. 

O holy Hope ! and high humility I 

High as the heavens above : 
These are your walks, and you have showed them me 

To kindle my cold love.^^ 

Remember, 

HAT heart must be callous, indeed, which has no 
comer left for the remembrance of a departed 
friend. To him what true pleasure is denied who 
can count, in his worldly career, no* hours of such 
sweet remembrance : — 
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HE THAT BELIEVETH IN ME, 

Well, such may be, — ^yet in my heart 
Full many a still loved dead one dwells ; 

Them no new loves shall bid depart, 
Nor e'er usurp their sacred cells. 

A smile should light them as they came ; 

(And fain would I their steps recall,) 
And they should find me yet the same, — 

The kiss for some — the heart for all. 

To the sincere Christian, to him full of belief, such 
recollections are accompanied with the high and 
enduring hope of reunion in a future state. To the 
man who has no such high consolation, the remem- 
brance of departed friends must be painful indeed. 
But the divine promises which illumine the pages of 
sacred Scripture, leaves the former of these no room 
for doubt. "Although worms consume this body, 
yet in my flesh shall I see God," is the hope which 
sustains the Christian. The belief in the immortality 
'of the soul is the sweetener of all the sorrows mixed 
up in his cup of life.®* 

Dear beauteous Death I the jewel of the just I 

Shining nowhere but in the dark ; 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust 

Could man outlook that mark ! 
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THOUGH HE WERE DEAD, 



He that hath found some fledged bird's-nest, may know 

At first sight if the bird be flown ; 
But what fair well, or grove, it sings in now, 

This is to him unknown.^ 




Remember, 

EAVEN is not a solitude ; it is a peopled city — a 
city in which there are no strangers, no home- 
less, no poor; where one does not pass another in 
the street without greeting ; where no one is envious 
of another's superior minstrcisy, or of another's more 
brilliant crown. It is a social state, in which all 
affections are pure, in which there is conscious recog- 
nition of the friends from whom we have been some 
time parted, but with whom we are to abide in per- 
petual reunion. It is a home — a home without a 
discord, a home without an illness, a home without a 
grave.*** 

Home ! how soft and sweet 

It thrills upon the heart I 
Home I where the brethren meet, 

And never, never part, — 

I 'm going home. 
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YET SHALL HE LIVE. 

Home ! where the Bridegroom takes 

The purchase of His love ; 
Home I where the Father waits 

To welcome saints above, — 

I 'm going home, {f?) 

Remember, 

J^^HOSE whom you have thought about as lost are 
not lost, except to present sight. Perhaps even 
now they are angel watchers, screened by a kindly 
providence from everything about you that would 
give them pain ; but if you and they are alike in 
Jesus, and remain faithful unto the end, doubt not 
that you shall know them again. It were strange — 
don't you think ? — if amid the multitudes of the hea- 
venly hosts, the multitudes of earth's ransomed ones 
that we are to see in heaven, we should see all but 
those we most fondly and fervently long to see! 
Strange if in some of our walks along the golden 
streets we never happened to light upon them ! 
Strange if we did not hear some heaven-song learned 
on earth, trilled by some clear ringing voice that we 
have often heard before ! Oh, depend upon it, in a 
realm of perfect happiness this element of happiness 
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AND WHOSOEVER LIVETH AND BELIEVETH 

will not be absent — to know and love again those 
we have known and loved below. ^* 

Friend after friend departs — 

Who hath not lost a friend ? 
There is no union here of hearts 

That finds not here an end : 
Were this frail world our final rest, 
Living or dying none were blest. 

Beyond the flight of time, 

Beyond this vale of death, 
There surely is some blessed clime 

Where life is not a breath, 
Nor life's affections transient fire. 
Whose sparks fly upward and expire. 

There is a world above. 

Where parting is imknown : 
A whole eternity of love, 

Form'd for the good alone ; 
And faith beholds the dying here 
Translated to that happier sphere. 

Thus star by star declines, 

Till all are pass'd away ; 
As morning high and higher shines 

To pure and perfect day ; 
Nor sink these stars in empty night — 
They hide themselves in Christ's own light. ^ 

i. 



70 Not Lost, But Gone Before, 

IN ME SHALL NEVER DIB. 

Remember, 



[r\ 



N Heaven there is no night. It is eternal 
day. Every object is brilliant with an effulgence 
more intense than the sunlight. The tree of life casts 
no shades indicative of a setting sun. The sparkling 
of the crystal river is never dimmed by the mantle of 
darkness. The white-robed multitude continually go 
in and out of the glittering city, their brows irradiated 
by that shining light which shineth more and more 
unto the perfect day. (a) 

No night in heaven, where, with saving power, 
Jesus shines forth the bright and morning star ; 
No night in heaven, where the ransom'd sing, 
And yield their homage to salvation's King. 

Christians, arise ! to Zion onward flee. 
Love makes the journey which through faith you see^ 
Speed you to heaven, where redemption's story 
Wakes a glad echo through the land of glory. 

Speed you to Jesus, whose right hand of love 
Pours down sweet comfort from the stores above, 
Speed you to God, who gave His Son to die 
To win for souls a home beyond the sky. {b) 
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BRLIEVEST THOU THIS. 



Remember, 

pHE worship of heaven is unceasing. For the 
spirit of adoration is in every inhabitant, and the 
utterances of devotion and loyalty are upon every 
tonguel Every beating heart in the vast multitude 
is a holy shrine, every worshipper is himself a temple, 
and every mansion and palace is vocal with the praises 
of the Great King. Though no temple bells call the 
inhabitants to worship, yet there is a Sabbath in every 
soul, songs upon every tongue, and pure and ardent 
worship in every heart® 

Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love, 
But there 's a nobler rest above ; 
To that our weary souls aspire. 
With ardent hope and strong desire. 

No more fatigue, no more distress. 
Nor sin, nor death, shall reach the place 5 
No groans shall mingle with the songs 
Which warble from immortal tongues. 

Oh long-expected day, begin ! 
Dawn on these realms of woe and sin ; 
Fain would we leave this weary road. 
And sleep in death to rest with God. 



\ 
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HK CRIED WITH A LOUD VOICE, LAZARUS, COME FORTH. 

Remember, 

vK?0 hostile cry will disturb the devotions of the 
©5) celestial auditory. No tidings of an approach- 
ing enemy will ever alarm a single worshipper. No 
song will ever be broken or suspended. Age after 
age will the anthems of praise roll from city to city, 
and rank to rank, filling the universe with their 
melody, and thrilling with their rich tones and trium- 
phant accents myriads of hearts. Immortal worship ! 
What intense meaning, what awful grandeur in the 
words 1 How they swell with solemn import, as we 
look down the long vista of eternity, and attempt to 
realise the successive developments that will be made 
of the splendours and raptures of a heavenly worship, 
and the glories of an infinite Deity ! 

And can we, fi*ail, imperfect beings, aspire to a 
participation in such services and such joys? Can 
we, whose affections are so languid, whose hearts are 
so cold, and who live at such a distance from the 
Supreme Father, ever gain admittance to this celestial 
temple ? ® 

Forgive, O Father I if presumptuous thought 
Too daringly in aspiration rise ! 
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I KflOW THAT MY RBDEEMER LIVETH. 

Let not Thy child all vainly have been taught 
By weakness and by wanderings, and by sighs 

Of sad confession I lonely be my heart, 
And on its penitential altar spread 

The offerings, worthless till Thy grace impart 

The fire from heaven, whose touch alone can shed 

Life, radiance, virtue ! — let that vital spark 

Pierce my whole being, 'wilder'd else and dark ! 

Thine are all holy things ; — oh make nie Thine ! 

So shall I, too, be pure, — a living shrine 

Unto that spirit which goes forth from Thee, 
Strong and divinely free. 

Bearing Thy gifts of wisdom on its flight. 

And brooding o'er them with a dove-like wing. 
Till thought, word, song, to Thee in worship spring, 

Immortally endow'd for liberty and light.** 



Remember, 

,OD'S most tender interest in His people, and His 
gracious superintendence of everything connected 
with their life and death ! There are ministering 
angels around the death-beds of believers, and celes- 
tial welcomes for the righteous the moment after 
death. If we are Christians, the bitterness of death 
will soon be over with us ; and when we look back 

X 
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YK K()KKOW NOT, EVEN AS OTHERS WITHOUT HOPB. 

Upon It, it will not seem much. " Wherefore comfort 
one another with these words." 

The chariots of God are twenty thousand, even 
thousands of angels. " He maketh His angels spirits ; 
11 is ministers a flame of fire.'' The idea which we 
are intended to receive from these sayings of Scrip- 
ture probably is, that the angels are the ministers, or 
vehicles, of God's glorious power; and that, in their 
movements and operations, they are rapid, subtle, 
and resistless as spirits, which indeed they are, and 
as fire, which they resemble. But can we tell what 
shapes those angels may or may not themselves have 
taken, at the divine command ? ^' 

" Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for 
them who shall be heirs of salvation ? " — Hebrews i. 14. 

Remember, 

r? HE doctrine of angelic existence has claims upon 
our attention. We look to this order of intelli- 
gences for our companions and instructors in the future 
life. Besides anticipating the joyful recognition of 
our pious friends in the spirit world, the true Christian 
aspires to a companionship with those holy beings. 
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HE WILL SWALLOW UP DEATH IN VICTORY. 

who for ages have been studying the works and per- 
fections of the Deity, and ministering at the altars 
and worshipping within the courts of the celestial 
temple, (a) 

** Praise ye Him, all His angels." — Psalm cxlviii. 2. 
" And all the angels stood round about the throne.**-— 

Rev. vii. 11. 

Remember, 

HAT round about us are gathered innumerable 
" witnesses," who watch us throughout the race 
of life, not with indifference, but with interest, of 
whose intensity we can now form but a very inade- 
quate notion. They are invisible, yet they are close 
upon us, — we seem to be alone, yet the very air is 
thronged with spirits whose eyes are upon us day and 
night. The past is the present ! The venerated dead 
are the truly living?'^ 

" I feel them with their rustling pinions sweeping 
The damp dews gathering on my brow ; 
I see them in their lonely vigils keeping, 
Their midnight-watch beside me now. 
I know that countless spirits in their love 
Are gazing on me from their homes above." 




X 
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HE HATH . . . BARKED MY FIG-TREE. 

Rememuer, 

Jly HE dearest, choicest ties of human affection are 
t^ but as brittle glass. They are easily broken 
and soon destroyed. No union but that which is 
with Jesus, and, in Jesus, extends beyond the grave. 
He must share in every tie of creature love, if it be 
holy and permanent. Think not that the imion of 
holy hearts is dissolved by death. Oh no ! death 
does not sever, death unites, the sanctified. The 
bonds of the holy are beyond his ruthless power to 
break. The love which the image of Jesus reflected 
in His people inspires, is as deathless as the love of 
Josus himself. It is as immortal as their own re- 
doomed, transformed, and glorified nature. And in 
reference to a more divine and elevated sentiment 
than that to which the poet refers, we apply his 
beautiful words, — 

•* Thev sin who tell us love can die : 
With life all other passions fly — 
All others are but vanity ; 

But love is indestructible 
Its holy flame for ever bumeth ; 
From heaven it came, to heaven retumeth.'*** 
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THE LORD IS MY HELPER. 

- .■■_■■ ■■■■■^ I, I ■ ■■! ■■■■■■■■ ■■ I I ■■■■■■■■IM. 

Remember, 

HEN the finger of the destroyer beckons us to 
look at our cherished ones lying stark in his 
embrace ; when he points us to the cold lip and icy 
eyelid, unresponsive to the pressure of our kiss, or the 
language of our glance \ when he shows us coffins, 
.and shrouds, and snow-veiled graves, and rings a 
passing-bell in the chambers of our acting memories ; 
it is not wrong to weep. Such tears must flow, for 
they are the signs of severed love. The thing they 
weep over is the child of sin, and the tear may be 
the libation of a gentle weakness ; but it was a weak- 
ness which the world's sorrow did not spurn to show, 
for He often wept with those that wept, and on the 
tiuf of Lazarus's new-made grave there fell a tear ot 
tenderness which showed that Divinity itself knew how 
to weep. 2* 

There shall be no more tears . 

On the celestial shore ; 
For former things have pass'd av ay 

And sorrow reigns no more. 

Our Father's tender hand 
Shall wipe our tears away, 



\ 
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I 

I Tm- RIGHT HAKI- SHAl-L SAVE US. 

And by His cansolatioiis sweet 
Onr bitter griefe allay. 

Remember^ 

S^EJOIXED with all you ever loved, restored to 
j?^y all you ever lost you shall stand, plumed with 
a crest of triumph, full in the undimmed blaze of 
Immanuers smile, singing a song for ever new, and 
swayed by a gladness ever fresh. Through meads of 
flowers that never fade; by streams whose ripples 
never dim ; 'midst fountains whose spray is ever 
golden ^-ith a sunless light ; in bowers whose leaves 
are never sere; through gardens whose fragrance 
never surfeits; — ^here you shall spend eternity. An- 
gelic converse shall be the dialect of your fellowship, 
and you shall sun yourself for ever in the radiance of 
the Lamb. There shall be no evening vesper, and 
no matin carol, but one unending noontide shall 
prevail, and the spontaneous pulse of worship shall 
beat in every heart, and stir the plumage on each 
angel wing.^* 

** A little while the fetters hold no more, 
The spirit long enthrall'd is free to soar, 
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AN EXCBBDING AND ETERNAL WEIGHT OF GLORY. 

And takes its joyful flight 
On radiant wings of light 
Up to the throne, to labour or adore ! *' 



Remember, 

r/^UR loved ones are magnets in the higher firma- 
^^i) ment, drawing us to seek and build up homes 
in heaven, and to enter into a life-communion with 
the kingdom above — a communion which is not 
sentimental and imaginary, but real, and exerting 
spiritual and moral influence. If we wish to be 
heavenly-minded and not carnal, we must not merely 
meditate on eternity, but proceed from such medita- 
tions to a practical denial of worldliness, worldly 
gain, and enjoyment.^® 

More moulded to Thy will. 

Lord, let Thy servant be ; 
Higher and higher still, 

Liker and liker Thee. 
Leave nought that is unmeet ; 

Of all that is mine own 
Strip me ; and so complete 

My training for Thy throne. 



\ 
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HE SHALL HIDE ME IN HIS PAVILION. 

Remember, 

'OTHING is permanent here. The best of earthly 
joys are evanescent. Like the bubble rising to 
the surface of the stream, which glitters for a moment 
in the sunshine in its rainbow hues, then it is gone^ 
and the place that knew it knows it no more ! But 
the rest above is eternal — no foe can invade it, no 
storms can disturb it. It is the rest of a final home^ 
over the portals of which is written, ^^ ye shall go no 
viore outy ^' 

A few more Sabbaths here 

Shall cheer us on our way, 
And we shall reach the endless rest, 

The eternal Sabbath-day. 
Then, oh my Lord, prepare 

My soul for that sweet day ; 
Oh ! wash me in Thy precious blood, 

And take my sins away. 

Remember, 

f^LL our trials are needed. The angel has to come 
down " to trouble the water," in order to make 
us sensible of his presence. It is when the pool is 
disturbed we see most of our God. But in heaven, 
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THE LORD THY GOD CHASTENETH THEE. 



though the Great Angel will be ever present, there 
will be no waters to trouble. It is "« sea of glass, ^^ 
The last ripple of the last murmuring billow will break 
upon the shores of Jordan, and then " immediately 
there will be a great calm." 

I^ead, Saviour, lead, amid the circling gloom, 

Lead Thou me on ; 
The night is dark, and I am far from home, 

Lead Thou me on. 
Choose Thou my path, — I do not ask to see 
The distant scene — one step enough for me. 

Remember, 

fOD allows the last struggle to be a very heav}' one, 
to make heaven all the brighter. When the 
guide takes the traveller to see the Grotto of Pharos, 
he drops his torch in the darkest spot, as if by accident, 
and the traveller, fearing that he will never get out, 
has to go upon his hands and knees, creeping through 
narrow passages, when suddenly he emerges into the 
magnificent grotto, lit up by five hundred lamps. 
Why was the torch extinguished ] Just to make the 
grotto look more beautiful. And sometimes a dark 
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AFFLICTION COMETH NOT FORTH OUT OF THE DUST. 

death-struggle is but the gloomy passage just before 
we come into the glory of the redeemed/^ 

" 'Tis but ' a little while ; ' the way is dreary, 
The night is dark ; but we are nearing land. 
Oh ! for the rest of heaven, for we are weary 
And long to mingle with the deathless band.'* 

Remember, 

OR ever with the Lord. Comfortable words, in- 
deed ! for they open all the future, and show it 
to be a future of untroubled, unending life. No death 
there ! men die but once. No sin there ! the One 
Offering put it for ever away. No sorrow for lost 
friends! they are rejoined in Christ. No fear of 
change in the presence of the Unchanging One. 
Above all, no possibility of wandering and falling 
again into those depths from which we are ascending 




now.*2 



Oh precious promise, mercifully given ! 

Well may it hush the wail of earthly woe ; 
O'er the dark passages to the gates of heaven, 

The light of hope and resurrection throw ! 
Thanks for the blessed life — ^inspiring word — 

" So we shall be for ever with the Lord." 
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HAPPY IS THE MAN WHOM GOD CORRECTETH : 

Remember, 

? HE hour is at hand — it is very near — ^when every 
cloud shall vanish from our spiritual horizon; 
when we shall recline' in sweet security amid the 
bowers of a celestial paradise, with the river of life 
flowing at our feet, whose soft murmurings, falling as 
music from our hearts, will express their inward 
serenity, {a) 

** Yet a little while, and He that shall come will come, and will 

not tarry/' — Hebrews x. 37. 

Remember, 

E is not dead, but sleepeth. He looks pale and 
motionless. We see not the glances of his eye, 
we hear not the music of his voice; and as he lies 
stretched and breathless upon the couch of his slum- 
bers, it is very difficult to believe that he is not dead. 
But ** he is not dead, but sleepeth." Mourner, canst 
thou credit it? Orphan, "believest thou this?" Be- 
reaved one, is there no chord in thy stricken heart 
which trembles responsive to the tone ? " He is not 
dead, but sleepeth." His life is with him yet^ ^s» 




I 
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DESPISE NOT THOU THE CHASTENING OF THE LORD. 

warm, as young, as energetic as in days gone by, 
it is hidden. What an encouraging thought ! ] 
still your throbbing heart. Let it hush the ter 
within you to a calm. We mourn you not, y 
parted ones, who have died in the faith, for ye 
entered into life.^^ 

Short death in darkness ! Endless life and light ! 
Short dimming ; endless shining in your sphere, 
Where all is incorruptible and pure ; 
The joy without the pain, the smile without the tea 



Remember, 

HAT the duration of each man's existent 
determined by the Redeemer: that it be 
to Him to appoint a longer or shorter period to 
as He Tvill \ and in doing so, we have reason 1 
satisfied that He determines according to the die 
of infallible wisdom, although the reasons of 
procedure must necessarily be to us, for the pre 
inscrutable. We cannot tell why one is remov( 
infancy, another in boyhood, a third in the prir 
manly vigour, and a fourth reserved to a period c 
age ; and, above all, why the most promising in t 
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THE LORD IS GOOD, 

and character, and the most useful in their several 
stations, are taken away, while others of inferior worth 
are often left behind; but suffice it for us, that this 
happens not by chance, neither is it the result of caprice 
or carelessness, but .flows from that unerring wisdom 
whose counsels are formed on a view of all possible 
relations and consequences, whether as to the visible 
or invisible, the present or the future state of being. 

When death seizes any of our friends, whether in 
the ordinary course of disease and decay, or by 
violence or accident, how consolatory to the mourn- 
ing relatives is the thought, that it came at the 
bidding of the Saviour, and that it has not arrived 
without His sanction and appointment ! Otherwise 
we might be apt to reflect, with unavailing regret, 
on certain needless exposures that might have been 
avoided \ certain remedies whose virtues might have 
been tried ; certain names high in professional repu- 
tation, who might have been consulted ; or to dwell, 
with painful self-reproach, on certain accidents that 
might have been prevented, and injuries which timely 
care might have cured. The mind will often busy 
itself with such reflections after the loss of a near 
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A STRONGHOLD IN THE DAY OF TROUBLE, 

and dear friend ; but the very intensity of feeling 
which is thus called forth is a sufficient proof that 
any carelessness or negligence that may have been 
manifested was far, very far, from being designed or 
wilful/6 

'Tis God that lifts our comforts high, 

Or sinks them in the grave ; 
He gives ; and blessed be His name, 

He takes but what he gave. 



Remember, 

OD is not dead. There lived in the East of Scot- 
land a pious clergyman, who had presided for a 
number of years over a small but respectable congre- 
gation. In the midst of his active career of useful- 
ness he was suddenly removed by death, leaving 
behind him a wife and a number of helpless children. 
The small stipend allowed him had been barely suffi- 
cient to meet the current expenses of his family ; and 
at his death no visible means were left for their sup- 
port. The death of her husband preyed deeply upon 
the heart of this poor afflicted widow, while the dark 
prospect which the future presented filled her mind 
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AND HE KNOWETH THEM THAT TRUST IN HIM. 

with the most gloomy apprehensions. By her lonely 
fireside she sat, the morning after her sad bereave- 
ment, lamenting her forlorn and destitute condition, 
when her little son, a boy of five years of age, entered 
the room. Seeing the deep distress of his mother, 
he stole softly to her side, and, placing his little 
hand in hers, looked wistfully into her face, and said, 
" Mother, mother, is God dead?" Soft as the gentle 
whisper of an angel did the simple accent of the dear 
boy fall upon the ear of the disconsolate and almost 
heart-broken mother. A gleam of heavenly radiance 
lighted up, for a moment, her pale features. Then, 
snatching up her little boy, and pressing him fondly 
to her bosom, she exclaimed, " No, no, my son, God 
is not dead : He lives, and has promised to be a 
Father to the fatherless, a Husband to the widow. 
His promises are sure and steadfast, and upon them 
I will firmly and implicitly rely." Her tears were 
dried, and her murmurings for ever hushed. 

Sustain me, Lord, and let me neither shrink 
Nor scorn the rod of painful discipline ; 

The cup my Father gives me I would drink, 
And bend my will submissively to Thine. 
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HE KNOWETH OUR FRAME ; 



I know the cross is needful, and I know 
In love, and not in wrath, Thou chastenest ; 

The sufferings Thy children undergo 
But fit them sooner for eternal rest.^®* 

Remember, 

f HE sorrows of a pure heart are like May frosts, 
the forerunner of a fervent summer time. 

The tears of the compassionate are sweeter than 
dewdrops falling from roses on the bosom of the 
earth.5» 

Remember, 
HT^ T is not thou who art to give laws to the world ; 




i 



thy part is to submit to them as thou findest 
them; if they distress thee, thy lamenting is but 
adding to thy torment. 

What is the source of sadness, but feebleness of 
the soul? what giveth it power, but the want of 
spirit ? Rouse thyself to the combat, and she quitteth 
the field before thou striketh.*^ 

** Have I sinned? oh say wherein ; 
Tell me and forgive my sin ! " 



Not Lost^ But Gone Before, 89 

HE REMEMBERBTH THAT WE ARE DUST. 

Remember, 

fF permanent griefs there are none ; for they are 
but clouds. The swifter they move through 
the sky, the more follow after them; and even the 
immovable ones are absorbed by the other, and be- 
come ever smaller till they vanish.^* 

Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows ; 
Which show like grief itself but are not so ; 
For sorrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many objects.** 



Remember, 

^FFLICTION is a divine diet \ which, though it 
-^ be not pleasing to mankind, yet Almighty God 
hath often, very often, imposed it as good, though 
bitter physic, to those children whose souls are 
dearest to Him.^^ 

Teach us in time of deep distress 

To own Thy hand, O God ; 
And in submissive silence learn 

The lessons of Thy rod. {j)) 
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JESUS CHRIST THE SAME YESTERDAY, 

Remember, 

ISFORTUNE is never mournful to the soul that 
accepts it ; for such do always see that every 
cloud is an angel's face. Every man deems that he 
has precisely the trials and temptations which are the 
hardest of all others for him to bear : but they are so, 
simply because they are the very ones he most needs.^ 

Ai^e not 
Against heaven's hand or will, nor bate a jot 
Of heart or hope ; but still bear up and steer 
Right onward/® 

Remember, 
L HE vexations of pecuniary difficulties in the main 




come not out of man's destiny, and are there- 
fore not healthy for the soul. They are produced by 
the false structure of society, which daily sends thou- 
sands of kind and generous hearts down to ruin and 
despair, in its great whirl of falsity and wrong. These 
are victims of a stinging grief, which has nothing 
divine in it, and brings no healing on its wings.* 

Though cloud and sunshine, flower and thorn. 
Pursue thy even way. 
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TO-DAY, AND FOR EVER. 

Nor let thy better hopes be bom 
Of things that must decay.* 



Remember, 

Yj^ND while remembering, let us endeavour to be 
-«i:5 SO studied in the soul's anatomy as to be able 
dexterously to dissect the old man.^^ 

So tread life's path, in sunshine dress'd, 

With lowly cautious fear ; 
That when griefs shadows o'er it rest, 

Its memory may be dear.* 

Remember, 

E shall not love our own household less because 
we love others more. In the beautiful words 
of Frederika Bremer — " The human heart is Hke 
heaven : the more angels the more room." ^ 

True piety has in it nothing weak, nothing sad, 
nothing constrained. It enlarges the heart: it is 
simple, free, and attractive. ^^ 

It is to be doubted whether he will ever find the 
way to heaven who desires to go thither alone. 
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I WOULD HAVE YOU WITHOUT CAREFULNESS. 

Remember, 

SpHE promises of hope are sweeter than roses in 
tfi the bud, and far more flattering to expectation ; 
but the threatenings of fear are a terror to the heart 
From fear proceedeth misfortune ; but he that hopeth, 
helpeth himself. Nevertheless, let no hope allure, 
nor fear deter thee from doing that which is right ; 
so shalt thou be prepared to meet all events with an 
equal mind.^^ 

It were a happy lot if, every day, 

One had the power some act of grace to do, 
Some pious hope, or effort to renew. 

When hope had swoon'd, and strength being swept away 
By suffering or grief, {b) 

RExMEMBER, 

w F thou art prevented of a benefit, fly not into a 
(25^ rage : the loss of thy reason is want of a greater 

And indulge not thyself in anger : it is whetting ; 
sword to wound thine own breast, or murder th 
friend. 

Do nothing in thy passion : why wilt thou put 
sea in the violence of a storm. 
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FEAR YE NOT. 



On the heels of folly treadeth shame : at the back 
of anger standeth remorse. 

Consider and forget not thine own weakness; so 
shalt thou praise the failing of others.^* 

Remember, 

T is the middle path between joy and grief which 
leads to the bower of contentment. With her 
dwelleth peace; with her dwelleth safety and tran- 
quillity. She is serious but not grave; she vieweth 
the joys and sorrows of life with steadiness and 
serenity.** 

Remember, 

ELIGION has done little for us if it has not 
taught us to resign ourselves to God. We have 
just as much real religion as we have dependence 
upon Him; and just as much preparation for His 
presence in heaven, as we have submission to His 
will on earth. Our truest wisdom consists, not in 
murmuring and repining, and seeking for the reasons 
of the divine conduct, which God sees it proper to 
withhold, but in resigning ourselves submissively to 

X 
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NOT MY WILL BUT THINE BE DONE. 

what we cannot understand; trusting firmly on the 
promises, which are as clear as they are immutable, 
and waiting patiently for the hour when the ex- 
planatory light of eternity shall be thrown upon the 
history of time.^^ 

We cannot always trace the way 

When Thou, our gracious Lord, dost move : 
But we can always surely say 

That Thou art love. 

When fear its gloomy cloud will fling 

O'er earth, our souls to heaven above, 
As to their sanctuary spring, 

For Thou art love. 

When mystery shrouds our darken'd path. 

We *11 check our dread, our doubts reprove ; 
In this our soul sweet comfort hath. 

That Thou art love. 

Yes ! Thou art love, — ^a truth like this 

Can every gloomy thought remove 
And turn all tears, all woes to bliss, 

Our God is love. (^) 

Remember^ 

.OD uses the severest means with His choice 
and most valued- plants — prunes those tl 
bring forth fruit, that they may bring forth s 
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whate'er mv god oroains is right. 

more fruit. Where would be His love to us, if He 
left us unpruned and fruitless, to be broken off at last 
as useless branches, and cast into the fire ?^^ 

God sees the end from the beginning. His in- 
finite mind traces relations and consequences of 
which we can form no just conception. With Him 
there is no such thing as chance, doubt, or conjec- 
ture. Disposed before Him in the most luminous 
order, the whole series of events that ever will occur 
occupy the very places and crises when they can most 
effectually promote His glory and our eternal wel- 
fare.^^ 

In Calamy's Life there is an anecdote recorded 
which strikingly proves the infatuation and misery of 
opposing the plans of infinite wisdom. A professor 
of religion was threatened with the loss of his beloved 
son \ with frantic grief he watched, as he thought, the 
dying bed of his darling boy. He became Utterly in- 
consolable, and declared that he could not, and vJould 
not surrender him. In vain did his minister and 
Christian fiiends point out to him the sinfulness of 
his conduct. He persisted in declaring that he could 
not give up his child even to God. Contrary to 



\ 
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THE ETERNAL GOD IS THY REFUGE. 

all expectations, his child from that time recovered 
He grew up to manhood, selected the vilest com- 
panions, addicted himself to the blackest crimes, 
ruined his family, broke his father's heart, and perished 
on the scaffold. On reading such a fact I tremble at 
the thought of opposing God, and in the days of 
deepest sorrow and most painful bereavement, see the 
propriety and wisdom of imitating the Psahnist, " I 
was dumb, and opened not my mouth, because Thou 
didst it" 13 

It is Thy hand, my God, 

My sorrow comes from Thee ; 
I bow beneath Thy chastening rod, 

*Tis love that bruises me. 

I would not murmur, Lord ; 

Before Thee I am dumb, 
Lest I should breathe one murmuring word : 

To Thee for help I come.^* 

Remember, 

pESUS wept ! and none of our afflictions produce 
the " peaceable fruits of righteousness " unless 
we are exercised thereby I " Only, guard against being 
" swallowed up of over-much sorrow 1" and take care^ 
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UNDERNEATH ARE THE EVERLASTING ARMS. 

as Henry says, " that weeping does not hinder sow- 
ing ! You have honoured God actively / you are 
now called to honour Him passively ! and remember 
" His face is sufficient for you " in your trials as well 
as in your duties. 

Well, now, "we would not live alway." The open- 
ing in the skies, through which our darling followed 
her Saviour, will be always before our eyes, to cheer 
us and to guide us. 

How is she to be envied the felicity and rest she 
now enjoys ! We have only to close our eyes of 
sense and open those of faith, and then " old things 
pass away, and, behold ! all things become new." 
Though her precious dust consecrates our little 
church, we know that she will rise again and " in her 
flesh see God and live ! " We know also that her spirit 
is with Christ, who says to His people, " I will never 
l^ave thee," and from whose love, death, we are dis- 
tinctly told, is unable to separate us ! 

My imagination does not trouble me much as to 
her present locality or occupation. We can guess 
little of either. I would rather read the account of 
the heavenly city, the new Jerusalem, in the Apoca- 
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^ 

I WILL TRUST AND NOT BE AFRAID. 

lypse, in connexion with her spiritual existence. 
There we may be sure she is entered " to go no more 
out ! " " God is her everlasting light, and the days 
of her mourning are ended ! " We cannot, therefore, 
be unhappy about her. God took her to Himself. 
She was the tenth of our flock ; and He may have 
honoured us, as He honoured the Jews when He 
said, " And concerning the tithe of the herd, or of the 
flock, even of whatsoever passeth under the rod, it is 
holy unto the Lord J* One of the greatest blessings, 
perhaps, brought us by this trial is, that it must en- 
dear that Saviour who supported her so gently through 
" the valley of the shadow of death," and allowed her 
to fear no evil ! It is a proof which we needed that 
our Almighty Friend means what he says. He has 
illustrated and illuminated His own Word for our 
comfort, by and by, when we shall be called to follow 
her. That she is in heaven before us, waiting for us, 
will alone make death much less terrible ! but to think 
that her God is also our God — so kind and gracious, 
" yesterday, to-day, and for ever !" is enough to 'make 
us sing for joy and praise ! 

After all, the separation is but a few years for any 
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JEHOVAH IS MY STRENGTH AND SONG. 

of US ! Meanwhile, let us dedicate ourselves, body 
soul, and spirit, to God's service ; and pray that we 
may all for our own comfort believe and realise that 
beautiful simile of the Word of God, between the 
seed and the body : " That which thou sowest is not 
quickened except it die! so also is the resurrection of 
the dead.'* 

Remember, 

HAT in the deepest moral darkness there can be 
music, — music which sounds softer and sweeter 
than by day ; and that when the instruments of human 
melody are broken, there is a hand that can sweep the 
heart-strings and wake the notes of praise. 

Our friends, children, companions are lent to us, 
and the great Proprietor of all may take them back 
to Himself. 

Heaven, without Christ, would be like the firma- 
ment without a sun. We should have, indeed, the 
stars, angelic spirits, whose light and beauty would 
cheer us, but there would be no bright luminary to 
pour its effulgence upon the cities, and gardens, and 
kingdoms of the celestial world. 
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BE STILL AND KNOW 

As Jesus is the central power, the vital anim 
principle, " the all in all," of the Church militar 
He will be the object of the highest admiration 
most intense delight of the Church triumphant, 
redeemed will gaze upon Him with emotions tha 
thrill every sensibility and stir the deepest and h( 
feelings of the soul, {a) 

*' Oh for a sight, a pleasing sight 

Of our Almighty Father's throne ! 
There sits our Saviour crown* d with light, 
Clothed in a body like our own." 

Remember, 

HERE is no death to the believer; that dei 
the gate of his life — the crowning perfecti 
his being. When we believe this, it will reverse a 
natural thoughts regarding those who are gone, 
are not the dead, but the living who have cast oi 
weight of this body; we are dead while we g 
being burdened in these houses of clay. They i 
home, not away from home, who are with the I 
we are the strangers who are absent from Him 
They are awake, not sleeping, who have reachei 

L. : 
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THAT I AM GOD. 

clear, unclouded light of the eternal day ; we dream 
in this strange confused world, for as yet we are in 
the twilight only.^^ 

The dead are like the stars by day, 

Withdravm from mortal eye ; 
But not extinct they hold their way. 

In glory through the sky. 
Spirits from bondage thus set free 

Vanish amidst immensity, 
Where human thought like human sight, 

Fails to pursue their trackless sight. 

Remember, 

^i^M.YD%ll all darkness, perplexity, and apparent 
^^^ confusion, the certainties which abide unmoved 
and "shine aloft as stars." It is certain that " all 
things work together for the good of those who 
love God;" that "Thou wilt keep him in perfect 
peace whose soul is stayed on Thee, because he 
trusteth in Thee ; " and that " nothing can separate us 
from the love of Christ," (His love to us.) It is cer- 
tain that our Christian dead are in His presence, and 
that no one knows them or loves them as that Saviour 
does who made them with His own hands and re- 
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HOPE THOU IN GOD. 



deemed them with His own blood. It is certain that, 
if we are believers in Christ, we are still united to 
those departed ones, in labour, in worship, in love, in 
hope, and in joy; for, "whether we wake or sleep, 
we live together with Him." ^ 

Death comes to take me where I long to be 

One pang, and bright blooms the immortal flower. 

Death comes to lead me from mortality 

To lands which know not one unhappy hour. 

I have a hope, a faith — ^from sorrow here 

I 'm led by death away — why should I start and fear? 



Remember, 

OT O look on death as the entrance of the perfect 
life. To learn it we must live in Christ, for the 
life that makes death its crown is only in Him. Live 
near Him in daily intercourse, in holy S)iiipathy, in 
the faith that regards self as nothing and Christ as 
all, and then you shall know how the glory of the 
resurrection can burst like a summer morning on the 
dark valley of the shadow of death. ^^ 
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HE CARETH FOR YOU. 

Remember, 

LESSED are the dead which die in the Lord: they 
are blessed ; they must be blessed. How can 
it be otherwise ? It does not matter when they die. 
The dying is nothing, if they are in the Lord : nor 
does it matter how they die ; nor does it matter when 
they die — die in their bed, among holy prayers and 
blessed voices — die in battle, amid thundering cannon 
— die like a martyr swinging in the air — or die whelmed 
in the deep, with the rush of waters in their drowning 
ears. Dying in the Lord, they are blessed, wherever 
or however they die. It has been a comfort to a 
dying child to feel its mother's arms around it. And 
when candles burned dim and the mists of death were 
gathering over the failing eye, I have seen the dying 
ask if some loved one was near ; and I have felt the 
cold hand grasp my own, as if when passing through 
the deep waters there was some stay in a human hand. 
But, oh ! in that hour, God give us to feel that we 
have a hold of Christ ; that our head is laid on His 
blessed bosom; that His hand wipes away nature's last 
bitter tears ! And when we are beyond the hearing 
of a mother's, or wife's, or child's, or any human voice. 

\ 
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LOOKING UNTO JESUS. 

oh ! it will be blessed to hear Jesus whispering, " Fear 
NOT, for I am with thee,^'^^ 



Remember, 

(i A^N the morning of the resurrection many saints 
^^3) left their graves, and showed themselves to 
many. Do away with the recognition of individuals, 
and you destroy all proof of the miracle. 

Upon the holy mountain there appeared two men 
in glory, one on each side of the transfigured Saviour. 
Who has announced their names to Peter ? No one : 
nor had Peter ever seen them ; yet he knows them. 
" Master, it is good for us to be here ; let us make 
three tabernacles, one for Thee, one for Moses, one 
for Eliasy 

I will not remind you of Samuel recognised by 
Saul, nor of Elijah, who, as he rises high in air, does 
not become unfamiliar and unknown to Elisha. " My 
father, my father ! " Thus he continues to cry till 
Elijah has vanished out of sight. I should have to 
quote the whole Bible. 

The first shall be last! Why, according to your 
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THE LORD GOD OMNIPOTENT REIGNETH. 

theory, I know neither the one nor the other — know- 
not what this means. 

The patriarchs, the prophets — are they indeed 
monuments of the faithfulness of God? I cannot 
tell. I might pass a thousand years in the presence 
of these sublime forms without being any wiser. 

Those CoUossians, those Philippians, those con- 
verts of St Paul ! who are they, and who is Paul ? I 
never heard of him ; let us pass on. 

" They who pierced shall see Him," I hear it said 
of the Jews and of the Lord Jesus. How can you 
suppose the Jews will know Him again if there be no 
mutual recogiiition hereafter % 

Remember, 

OD, each moment that we breathe, is saving those 
who are of a crushed spirit — saving them, I 
mean, by gathering them to that world where there is 
no sorrow nor crying, and where He wipes away the 
tears from off all faces. We do not see these re- 
deemed ones going in countless multitudes through 
the gates of the heavenly city, because God takes 
them one by one — one from this family, one from that 
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SHALL NOT THE JUDGE 



family — one from this Church, one from that Ch 
He is taking them one by one, taking them si 
and so silently that we have scarcely any impre 
of their departing ; and we might say,®^ 

They are gathering homeward from every land. 

One by one : 

As their weary feet touch the shining strand, 

One by one. 

Their brows are enclosed in a golden crown ; 

Their travel-stained garments are all laid down ; 

And, clothed in white raiment, they rest on the mei 

Where the Lamb loveth his children to lead. 

One by one. 

Before they rest they pass through the strife, 

One by one ; 
Through the waters of death they enter life, 

One by one. 
To some are the floods of the river still, 
As they ford on their way to the heavenly hill ; 
To others the waves run fiercely wild. 
Yet all reach the home of the undefiled, 

One by one. 

We too shall come to the river's side. 

One by one ; 

We are nearer its waters each even-tide. 

One by one. 



Not Lost, But Gone Before. 107 

OF ALL THE EARTH DO RIGHT ? 

We can hear the noise and dash of the stream, 
Now and again through life's deep dream ; 
Sometimes the floods all its banks o'erflow, 
Sometimes in ripples the small waves go, 

One by one. 

Jesus, Redeemer, we look to Thee, 

One by one ; 

We lift up our voices tremblingly. 

One by one. 

The waves of the river are dark and cold ; 

We know not the spot where our feet may hold. 

Thou who didst pass through in deep midnight. 

Strengthen us, send us Thy staff and Thy light, 

One by one. 

Plant Thou Thy feet beside as we tread, 

One by one ; 
On Thee let us lean each drooping head. 

One by one. 
Let but Thy strong arm around us be twined. 
We shall cast all our cares and fears to the wind, 
Saviour, Redeemer, be Thou in full view. 
Smilingly, gladsomely, shall we pass through. 

One by one. 

Remember, 

N thy silent wishing, thy voiceless, unuttered 
prayer, let the desire be not cherished that 
afflictions may not visit thee; for well has it been 
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SEEK THOSE THINGS WHICH ARE ABOVE. 

said, " Such prayers never seem to have wings. I am 
willing to be purified through sorrow, and to accept 
it meekly as a blessing. I see that all the clouds are 
angel's faces, and their voices speak harmoniously of 
the everlasting chime." ® 

For what shall I praise Thee, my God and my King? 
For what blessings the tribute of gratitude bring? 
Shall I praise Thee for pleasure, for health, or for ease? 
For the sunshine of youth, for the garden of peace ? 

Shall I praise Thee for flowers that bloom'd on my breast ? 
For joys in perspective and pleasure possess'd ? 
For the spirits that brighten'd by days of delight ? 
For the slumbers that sat on my pillow by night ? 

For this should I thank Thee ; but if only for this, 
I should leave half untold the donation of bliss : 
I thank Thee for sickness, for sorrow, for care, 
For the thorns I have gathered, the anguish I share. 

For nights of anxiety, watchings, and tears, 

A present of pain, a perspective of fears ; 

I thank Thee, I bless Thee, my King and my God, 

For the good and the evil Thy hand hath bestow*d. 

The flowers were sweet, but their fragrance is flown ; 
They yielded no fruit— they are wither'd and gone ! 
The thorn it was poignant, but precious to me, 
'Twas the message of mercy, it led me to Thee ! ^ 
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IN GOD HAVE I PUT MY TRUST. 



PART II. 



• Chi^drei^i i^ HEy^vEj^i. 



"Is it well with the child? And she answered, It is welL" — 

Scripture. 

One little bud adorned my bower, 

And shed sweet fragrance round ; 
It grew in beauty, hour by hour, 
Till, ah ! the spoiler came in power, 
And crushed it to the ground. 

Yet not for ever in the dust 

That beauteous bud shall lie ; 
No ! — in the garden of the just. 
Beneath God's glorious eye, I trust, 

'Twill bloom again on high, {b) 

I rocked her in the cradle, 
And laid her in the tomb. She was the youngest 
What fireside circle hath not felt the charm 
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JESUS SAID, SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN, 

Of that sweet tie ? The youngest ne'er grows old. 
The fond endearments of our earlier days 
"We keep alive in them ; and when they die, 
Our youthful joys we bury with them, {b) 

Go to thy sleep, my child. 

Go to thy dreamless bed, 
Gentle and undefiled. 

With blessings on thy head • 
Fresh roses in thy hand, 

Buds on thy pillow laid. 
Haste from this fearful land, 

Where flowers so quickly fade. 

Before thy heart had learned 

In waywardness to stray. 
Before thy feet had turned 

The dark and downward way ; 
Ere sin had sear'd thy breast. 

Or sorrow woke the tear. 
Rise to thy home of rest 

In yon celestial sphere. 

Because thy smile was fair. 

Thy lip and eye so bright ; 
Because thy cradle-care 

Was such a fond delight, 
Shall love with weak embrace 

Thy outspread wing detain? 
No ! — angels, — seek thy place 

Amid die cherub train.** 
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AND FORBID THEM NOT, TO COME UNTO ME ; 



CONFERENCE WITH THE 

READER. 



READER (as querist.) And with all comforting 
words from hearts' treasury, hast not one to 
help the bruised in spirit, who mourn the death of 
their little ones ? 

Much. Ay, these indeed are embalmed in memory's 
storehouse. One has spoken much, all, for you in a 
few simple words : " Suffer little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not ; of such is the king- 
dom of heaven.'' What better casket — ^what better 
treasurer — to entrust with our jewels ? 

Oh, it is hard to take to heart 

The lesson that such deaths will teach ; 

But let no man reject it, * 

For it is one that all must learn, 
And is a mighty, universal truth — 
When death strikes down the innocent and young, 

\ 
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FOR OF SUCH IS THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN. 

For every fragile form from which he lets 

The pacting spirit free, 

A hundred virtues rise, 
In shapes of mercy, charity, and love, 

To walk the world and bless it. 

Of every tear 
That sorrowing mortals shed on such green graA 
Some good is bom, some gentler nature comes. 



Remember, 

f HIS, (for we venture this domain hesit 
around our children concentre our pra 
their death they are borne to heaven with th 
the griefs and sorrowing we have for them, 
answered prayer. For where our treasure is, 
our heart also, — 

" Loved in life, 
^ In death not divided," 

SO that, as we distance earth, thus we near he 
Little children are lent of God, the Heavenl} 
to take the impress, to be incarnate of the 
and then by the gentle hand of Death are r 
living images, to adorn the heavenly mansion. 
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MY GOD SHALL SUPPLY ALL YOUR NEED. 

** What shall I render Thee ! Father Supreme, 
For thy rich gifts, and this the best of all ?'* 
Said a young mother, as she fondly watch'd 
Her sleeping babe. 

There was an answering voice 
• That night in dreams. 

** Thou hast a little bud 
Wrapt in thy breast, and fed with dews 
Of love ; give me that bud, 'twill be 
A flower in heaven." 

But there was silence, yea, a hush so deep, 
Breathless and terror-stricken. 

That the lip 
Blanched in its trance. 

** Thou hast a little harp ; 
How sweetly would it swell the 
Angels* songs ! Give me that harp." 

There burst a shuddering sob. 

As if the bosom, by some hidden sword, 

Was cleft in twain. 

Mom came, a blight had found 

The crimson velvet of the unfolding bud ; 

The harp-string rang a thrilling strain 

And broke, 

And that young mother lay upon 

The earth in childless agony. 

Again the voice 
That stirred her vision, — 



Vl 



114 Children in Heaven, 



THR LORD IS MY SHEPHERD ; 



** lie who asked of thee 
Loveth a cheerful giver." 

So she raised 
Her gushing eye, and ere the tear-drop 
Dried upon its fringes, smiled. 

Doubt not that smile, 
Like Abraham's faith, 

** Was counted righteousness.'* ** 



Remember, 

VAiND grieve not with sorrow pertaining to earth 
c^ for departure of children ; but count thy gain 
in that to thee they were, while to others they have 
been withheld. Ay, these latter may not sorrow 
even, but be comforted in that God has placed 
children around them everywhere ; but if grieve they 
will, let it be with godly sorrow, that the heart opens 
not to receive such into it, even as the nearest and 
dearest, {a) 

" Blest who in the cradle die I 

Nought they knew — oh envied bliss 1 — 
Save a mother^s soothing smile. 
Save a mother V tender kiss." 
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HE MAKETH ME TO LIE DOWN IN GREEN PASTURES. 

, - 

Remember, 

'OR it is noteworthy, that children who are taken 
away by death always remain in the memory of 
the parent 'as children. Other children grow old; 
but this one continues in youth. It looks as we last 
saw it in health. The imagination hears its sweet 
voice and light step; sees its silken hair and clear bright 
eyes, all just as they were. Ten and twenty years 
may go by ; the child remains in the memory, as at 
first — a bright, happy child. .... Its young and 
beautiful form moves before us : and what is such a 
memory but an angel-presence? Certainly next to 
seeing an angel, is seeing with a parent's heart such 
a cherished form. Amidst this world of ambition and 
show, who shall say that this is not a means, under 
Providence, of subduing and spiritualising the mind ? 
. . . Thus, in order to cherish such a remembrance, 
we are at all times willing to turn even from the 
charms of the living. The sigh becomes sweeter 
than the song. Sorrow, subdued, becomes a friend, 
and sacred joy is mingled with the tears of holy 
recollection. . . . Thus, as Grief ascends the mount 
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1 



OUR SUFFICIENCY IS OF GOD. 



of Time, she seems to pass through a state of trans- 
figuration. The convulsive agony changes to passive 
sorrow, and querulous misgivings to quiet meditation. 
There must be distress; let then the gushing tears 
flow, for it is the course of nature; but, even with 
this, let there be the victory of Christian faith, the 
glorious hope of our holy religion. ^^ For 

" Such a hope, like the rainbow, a being of light, 
May be born, like the rainbow, in tears." 

Remember, 
r O whom the sacrifice is made, if led to feel, 

** A flower when offered in the bud, 
Is no mean sacrifice." 

And then will that faith which centres in a being of 
love assure us that the cut-oflF buds of earth will find 
some stem on which the husbandman will ingraft 
them; these flowers which, like some others, fold 
themselves to sleep in the morning hour, will find a 
morning sun to awaken them. There, aloft in the 
heavens, the fogs of our days must one day be resolved 
into stars, even as the mists of the milky-way part 
into suns.^ 
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THE LORD SHALL GUIDE THEE CONTINUALLY. 

The baby wept ; 
The mother took it from the nurse's arms, 
And sooth'd its griefs, and still its vain alarms. 

And baby slept. 

Again it weeps. 
And God doth take it from the mother's arms — 
P'rom present pain, and friture miknown harms, 

And baby sleeps. ^^ 

Remember, 

? HE blossom which withered here upon its stalk 
has been transplanted there to a place of en- 
durance, and it will there gladden the eye which now 
weeps out the agony of an affection that has been sorely 
wounded ; and in the name of Him who, if on earth, 
would have wept along with them, do we bid all 
believers to sorrow not, even as others who have no 
hope, but to take comfort in the thought of that 
country where there is no sorrow and no separation. ^^ 

Remember, 

OD does nothing without a reason. That reason 
may have respect to you — it may have respect 
to your child, and not unlikely to both. He sees 
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MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT FOR THEE, 




effects in their causes. Your case may have been 

this : you may have been in danger of loving the 

world too much, and He removed the cause in time. 

Her case may have been this : she may have been in 

danger from the growth of a corrupt nature, and He 

took her in the bud of being that she might grow 

without imperfection, " for of such is the kingdom of 

heaven." Think of your child, then, not as dead, 

but as living, not as a flower that is withered, but as 

one that is transplanted, and, touched by a Divine 

hand, is blooming in richer colours and sweeter shades 

than those of earth, though to your eyes these last 

may have been more beautiful than you will hope to 

see again. ^^ 

" With patient mind thy course of duty run, 
God nothing does, nor suffers to be done, 
But thou wouldst do thyself, if thou couldst see 
The end of all He does as well as He." 

Weep not for her ! oh she was far too fair, 
Too pure to dwell on this guilt-tainted earth ! 

The sinless glory and the golden air 

Of Zion seem'd to claim her from her birth ! 

A spirit wandering from its native zone, 

Which soon discovering, took her for its own : 

Weep not for her ! 
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MY STRENGTH IS MADE PERFECT IN WEAKNESS. 

Weep not for her ] — ^her span was like the sky, 
Whose thousand stars shme beautiful and bright ; 

Like flowers that know not what it is to die ; 
Like long-link'd shadeless months of Polar light ; 

Like music floating o*er a waveless lake, 

While echo answers from the flowery brake. 

Weep not for her I 

Remember, 

HOSE dear children are gone from your kind 
arms into the kinder arms of Jesus, and this is 
by far the best of all to have children this day in 
heaven. Truly this is an honour which neither you 
nor I are worthy of. But so it is ; the King of Kings 
hath sent for our children to confer a kingdom on 
them. They are gone from a dark vale of sin and 
shame ; they are gone into the land of light, and life, 
and love ; they are with the spirits of just men made 
perfect ; there they serve the Lord day and night in 
His temple, having all tears wiped from their eyes ; ai^ 
from thence methinks I hear them crying aloud unto 
us, " as well as you love us we would not be with you 
again ', weep not for us, but for yourselves, and count 
not yourselves at home till you come to be, as we are, 
for ever with the Lord." ^^ 
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GOD IS THB STRENGTH OF MY HEART 

** Is it well with the child?", and she answered, ** *Tis 

But I gazed on the motheir who spake, 
For a tremulous tear, as it sprang from its cell. 

Bade a doubt in my bosom awake ; 
And I mark'd that the bloom in her features had fled 

So late in their loveliness rare, 
And the hue of the watcher that bends o*er the dead 

Was gathering in pensiveness there. 

** Is it well with the child?" and she answered, " 'Tis 

I remember its beauty and grace, 
When the tones of its laughter did timefully swell 

In affection's delighted embrace : 
And through their long fringe, as it rose from its slee 

Its eyes beam*d a rapturous rayj 
And I wonder'd that silence should settle so deep 

O'er the home of a being so gay. 

** Is it well with the child?" and she said, " 'Tis wel 

It hath tasted of sickness and pain; 
Of the pang and the groan, and the gasp, it might 

It never will suffer again. 
In my dreams, as an angel, it stands by my side. 

In the garments of glory and love ; 
And I hear its glad lays to the Saviour who died, 

'Mid the choir of the blessed above.** 
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AND MY PORTION FOR EVER. 




Remember, 

E must have infant choirs in heaven ! And is it 
no privilege to know one of our dear ones 
among them ? What an interest does not a father or 
a mother feel in listening to the sweet voices of the 
children when they know their beloved child is among 
the happy songsters in heaven. 

The harp of heaven 
Had lack'd its least, but not its meanest string, 
Had children not been taught to play upon it.*® 

There is a choir of infant songsters, 

White-robed, round the Saviour's throne ; 
Angels to their music listen. 

Oh ! *tis sweeter than their own ! 
Faith can hear the rapturous choral. 

When her ear is upward tum*d ; 
Is not this the same perfected 

Which upon the earth they leam'd. {p) 

Remember, 

OD HAS TAKEN YOU^R BABES ! TheY ARE SAFE. 

They did not venture out into some great void, 
some vague and unexplored way, where the little 
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THE LORD IS MY PORTION, 

wanderers were left to find their own way. If there 
be use for angels, surely there is none more fit and 
beautiful than to bear in their bosoms, and convey to 
the presence of the All-loving^ the tender spirits of 
little children. 

Nor do we need to doubt that there is in the 
Father's house a place for them, and sweet company, 
and perfect blessedness, and gladness, innocence, and 
friendship, such as they could never have had on 
earth. 

Our children are cared for. He that was grieved 
when little children were kept from Him, who took 
them up in His arms, laid His hands upon them, 
and blessed them — is He any less a lover of children 
in heaven than he was upon earth ? 

But shall we know them? Why not? Where is 
there an intimation in Scripture to this eflfect ? It is 
not positively affirmed; but it is impHed that men, 
dropping at death all that is of the flesh, will rise into 
the communion of heaven, carrying the same affec- 
tions, sentiments, will, and intelligence that they had 
on earth. Otherwise of what use are discipline, edu- 
cation, and earthly experience ? It is the saint made 
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THEREFORE WILL I HOPE IN HIM. 

perfect, not made up of a new pattern, that we shall 
meet in glory. 

Let no mother be driven from the hope of meeting 
her children in heaven I Let mothers comfort them- 
selves in believing that the loves of earth will go on 
in heaven, and that whatever was pure, noble, and 
true on earth will go on with them for ever. Among 
all other griefs, let not this unnecessary one arise, that 
you have lost your children for ever ! He who keeps 
you for them, will keep them for you ! They will be 
more beautiful, sweeter, more glorious in precious- 
ness. They will be enough the same to make you 
glad for all the growths, additions, and refinements of 
their charms.^® 

No fears have we when some delightful child 

Falls from its innocence into the grave ; 

Soon as we know its little breath is gone, 

We see it lying in the Saviour's breast 

A heavenly flower, there fed with heavenly dew.^^ 

Remember, 

[/T is well with Sophia! She has gone to glory, 
and is now a safely-folded lamb. The good 
Shepherd has taken her to Himself. You will greatly 
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HOPB THOU IN GOD. 

miss her, but your treasure is in heaven ; and God has 
counted you worthy to have treasure there. You will 
find not the lost, but the living and redeemed one 
again : she is in good keeping. 

Yes, your dear Sophia is better occupied now than 
ever she could have been here. You closed her eyes 
upon all this world's miseries and deep heart-sorrows ; 
and she has already acquired more knowledge than 
she could have done in this world, though she had 
lived to close your eyes in death. She is crowned — 
she is folded — safely gathered and housed ; and could 
you hear her speak, she would say to mother and your- 
self, " Weep not ! " and that voice would have all the 
sweetness of an angel's, and all the tenderness of your 
own Sophia, now glorified, redeemed, happy — ^infinitely 
happy. 

In taking your dear child, God has honoured you 
— ^blessed her beyond what we can express — ^glorified 
Himself, and added another gem to the Saviour's 
crown, another lamb to His flock in glory, another 
lily to His paradise above, another happy spirit to the 
redeemed throng, — and in doing so He has been but 
fiilfilling His own promise : " With gladness and re- 
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KEEP ME AS THE APPLE OF THE eye; 

joicing shall they be brought; they shall enter into 
the king's palace." ^^ 

Forgive, blest child, the tributary tear 
That mourns thine exit from a world like this ; 
Forgive the wish that would have kept thee here. 
And stay'd thy progress to the seats of bliss. 

No more confined to grovelling scenes of night, 
No more a tenant pent in mortal clay ; 
Now should we rather hail thy glorious flight, 
And trace thy journey to the realms of day. ^^ 

Remember, 

EAVEN is greatly made up of little children — sweet 
buds that have never blown, or which deadi has 
plucked from a mother's bosom to lay on His own 
cold breast, just when they were expanding, flower- 
like, from the sheath, and opening their engaging 
beauties in the budding-time and spring-time of life. 
" Of such is the kingdom of heaven." How soothing 
these words by the cradle of a dying infant ! They 
fall like balm-drops on our bleeding heart when we 
watch the ebbing of that young life, as wave after 
wave breaks feebler, and the sinking breath gets 
lower and lower, till, with a gentle sigh and a passing 
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HIDE ME UN'DER THE SHADOW OF THY WING& 

quiver of the lip, our sweet child leaves its body l3ring 
like an angel asleep, and ascends to the beatitudes of 
heaven and the bosom of its God. Perhaps God 
does with His heavenly garden as we do with our 
own. He may stock chiefly from nurseries, and 
select for transplanting what is yet in its young and 
tender age — ^flowers before they have bloomed, and 
trees ere they begin to bear.^* 

Some mourners tell me that the tomb 

Can nought but grief employ, 
And that there peeps not through its gloom 

One sunny blink of joy ; 
That from the cold grave's clammy bed. 

Springs nought to them but woe ; 
Yet there I 've one dear treasure laid 

And ne'er have found it so. 

What though I keenly felt the stroke 

That sever'd us, my child ? 
What though my yearning heart outbroke 

In gush of anguish wild ? 
'Tis joyful,* while I meekly bow, 

To know my peerless gem — 
Though ta'en from me, enriches now, 

My Saviour's diadem. 

Death cannot hide thee from my view. 
My bright cherubic boy ; 
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THE LORD IS ROUND ABOUT HIS PEOPLE. 

I see thee, its dark vista through, 

. In all the gushing joy 
Of youth and innocence replete, 

As when thou gamboPd here — 
The while the music of thy feet 

Falls sweetly on mine ear. 

Thy fairy form is present still 

To my enraptured sight ; 
Thy mellow voice doth ever thrill 

My bosom with delight ; 
Thy head, still rich in tresses sleek. 

Reclines upon my breast ; 
Thy kisses glow upon my cheek, 

Warm as when first impressed. 

'Tis thus, my child, I ever hold 

Sweet converse with the skies. 
Since thou hast left earth's barren wold 

To bloom in paradise. 
And oh ! the ecstacy I feel 

To think we *11 meet again — 
Deprives Death's keenly pointed steel 

Of all its power and pain.^ 

Remember, 

™:ND be thankful for the pleasing hope, that though 
^^ God' loves your child too well to permit it to 
return to you, He will ere long bring you to it. And 
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MY TIMBS ARE IN THY HAND. 

then that endeared paternal affection, which would 
have been a cord to tie you to earth, and would have 
added new pangs to your removal from it, will be as 
a golden chain to draw you upwards, and add one 
further charm and joy to paradise itself." 

The bereaved Christian mother, who has laid away 
her infant child in the cold grave wilj be reunited to 
its angel spirit in those pure and bright regions. Her 
feelings and hopes are sweetly expressed in the follow- 
ing lines by Montgomery, entitled * 

A MOTHER'S LAMENT. 

I loved thee, daughter of my heart ! 

My child, I loved thee dearly ; 
And, though we only met to part, 
How sweetly ! how severely ! 
Nor life, nor death can sever 
My soul from thine for ever. 

Thy days, my little one, wfere few ; 

An angel's morning visit, 
That came and vanished with the dew,— 
*Twas here, *tis gone, — ^where is it? 
Yet didst thou leave behind thee 
A clue for love to find thee. 

The eye, the lip, the cheek, the brow, 
The hands stretched forth in gladness 
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JESUS IS A BROTHER BORN FOR ADVERSITY. 

And life, joy, rapture, beauty now. 
Then dashed with infant sadness ; 
Till, brightening by transition, 
Returned the fairy vision. 

Where are they now, — those smiles, those tears, 

Thy mother's darling treasure ? 
She sees them still, and still she hears 
Thy tones of pain or pleasure, 
To her quick pulse revealing 
Unutterable feeling. 

Sarah ! my last, my youngest love, 

The crown of every other ! 
Though thou art bom in heaven above 
I am thine only mother ; 
Nor will affection let me 
Believe thou canst forget me. 

Then, — thou in heaven, and I on earth, — 

May this one hope delight us. 
That thou wilt hail my second birth 
When death shall reunite us. 
Where worlds no more can sever 
Parent and child for ever ! '^ 

Remember, 

p NFANTS die to live. As stars which glitter for a 
brief moment through the darkness of the night, 
but when we look again are invisible, not because 

' \ 
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SHK IS NOT DEAD, BUT SLEEPETH. 

they have fallen from heaven, but because they have 
melted away into the light of a cloudless morning ; so 
dying infants are taken to be planted in the diadem 
of the Sun of Righteousness. 

What earthly home is not made happier by the 
presence of little children, with all their infirmities, 
the cares they impose, and anxieties they awaken? 
Without them a home may be filled with much that 
is gracefiil and refined; like a garden, it may have 
many fine walks and arbours, but it is a garden with- 
out flowers. What then will our " Father's house " in 
heaven be, filled with those who are infants without 
weakness and without wants, and clothed upon with 
all the beauty and loveliness of angels ; and who like 
murmuring ripples, which serve to swell the voice 
of many waters when they break upon the shore, 
shall bear their humble part in heaven's immortal 
song? 

Oh ! it is a heart-consoling truth that Christ died for 
little children. If His blood was sufficient to cleanse 
a dying malefactor, it is sufficient to wash away the 
stains of original sin in those who are innocent of 
personal offences. This world is full of the graves of 
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ARE THEY NOT ALL MINISTERING SPIRITS? 

little children. There is a grim reaper among the 
flowers, whose name is Death.^® 

Shall I have naught that is fair? saith he ; 

Have naught but the bearded grain ? 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath 

And the flowers that grow between.^ 



Remember, 

EAVEN has many joys, joys which no man has 
seen or could express ; and all its joys must be 
from beholding the glory of the Lamb, as it sheds 
blessing, and beauty, and truth over all ; but it were 
worth centuries of Christian service and trial here to 
reach at last the threshold of our " Father's house," 
and look in upon the happy family of his little chil- 
dren growing in wisdom, and strength, and praise under 
His delighted eye and perfect teaching.^ 

My little one, my fair one, thou canst not come to me. 
But nearer draws the numbered hour when I shall go to thee ; 
And thou, perchance, with seraph smile and golden harp in hand, 
May*st come the first to welcome me to our Emmanuel's land. 
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IlKC'ArSR I LIVE YE SHALL LI\'E ALSO. 



Rkmemher, 
"^ " '' death of infants and children often involves 






many circumstances of a very afflictive character. 
The smitten child, like the son of the poor widow of 
Zarej^hath, may be an only one ; or if not an only 
one, may be esteemed the flower of fairest promise, 
and have entwined its tendrils around the warmest 
afl'ections of the heart. The object on which was 
centered many fondly-cherished hopes has been sud- 
denly cut down, and a chasm produced in the 
domestic circle and in the sympathies of the bosom, 
which no sublunary object can fill A shadow is 
left by the hearthstone which can never more depaxt 
The parent takes his dear one from his bosom and 
lays it down in the shroud, while his heart is pierced 
with the most poignant sorrow. Alas ! how insecure 
are our choicest pleasures and our most valued bless- 
ings ! Like the dew upon a flower, like the beauty of 
a full-blown rose, how soon they vanish, and we see 
them no more. 

Who but a bereaved parent can know the giief of 
those who are called to lay their children in the grave. 
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HE GIVETH POWER TO THE FAINT. 

** I have sat by dying beauty's head, 
And burning tears of hopeless anguish shed ; 
I have gazed upon the sweet but pallid face, 
And vainly tried some comfort there to trace ; 
I 've listened to the short and struggling breath ; 
I 've seen the cherub eye grow dim in death.'* 

But whilst the death of children involves many cir- 
cumstances of a painful and distressing character, it is 
by Christianity rendered glorious and even attractive. 
There is something lovely in the departure of an in- 
fant to be with Christ and His angels. We are fain 
to imagine that 

** Some angel brighter than the rest" 

is sent to conduct the spirit to its mansion near the 
throne. We look upon the lifeless clay, beautiful in 
death. We can say, better die young than incur a 
dishonoured name at a riper age, and spend an old 
age of shame. Better that the opening flower, all 
moist with the dew of the morning, should be plucked 
by a gentle hand to gladden with its perfume and 
beauty the choicest apartment of the house, than the 
tempest at night should rudely shatter its stalk, and 
scatter its petals over the miry ground.*® 
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HOW UNSEARCHABLE ARE HIS JUDGMENTS : 



In some rude spot where vulgar herbage grows, 

if chance a violet rear its purple head, 
The careful gardener moves it ere it blows, 

To thrive and flourish in a nobler bed ; 
Such was thy fate dear child, thy opening such. 

Pre-eminence in early bloom was shown ; 
For earth too good, perhaps, and loved too much — 

Heaven saw, and early marked thee for its own.*^ 

Remember, 

F our Lord hath taken away your child, your 
lease of him is expired. And if ye will take a 
loan of a child from the Lord, give him back again 
willingly, as His borrowed goods shall return to Him. 
Believe that he is not gone away but sent before; 
and that the change of the country should make you 
think that he is not lost to you who is found to 
Christ ; and that he is now before you ; and that 
the dead in Christ shall be raised again. As he 
was lent awhile to time, so he is given now to eter- 
nity, which will take yourself. And the difference of 
your shipping, and his, to heaven and Christ's shore, 
the land of life, is only in some few years, which weareth 
every day shorter, and some short and soon-reckoned 
summers will give you a meeting with him.^^^ 
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AND HIS WAYS PAST FINDING OUT. 

Ye who mourn 
Whene'er your vacant cradle, or the robes 
That decked the last one's form, call back a tide 
Of alienated joy, can ye not trust 
Your treasure to His arms, whose changeless care 
Passeth a mother's love? Can ye not hope, 
When a few hastening years their course have run, 
To go to him, though he no more on earth 
Returns to you. {b) 

Ye have lost a cliild — nay, she is not lost to you who 
is found in Christ ; she is not sent away, but only sent 
before, like unto a star, which, going out of our sight, 
doth not die and vanish, but shineth in another hemi- 
sphere ; ye see her not, yet she doth shine in another 
country. If her glass was but a short hour, what she 
wanted of time, that she hath gotten of eternity ; and 
ye have to rejoice that ye have now some plenishing 
up in heaven. ^^^ 

There is no flock, however watched or tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoe'er defended. 

But has one vacant chair. 

The air is full of farewells to the dying, 

And mournings for the dead ; 
The heart of Rachel, for her children crying, 

Will not be comforted. 
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I WILL NOT LEAVE THEE NOR FORSAKE THEE. 

Let us be patient I These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground arise ; 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this dark disguise.** 



Remember, 

?HE supreme and absolute Former of all things 
giveth not an account of any of His matters. 
The good husbandman may pluck his roses and gather 
in his lihes at midsummer, and, for aught I dare say, 
in the beginning of the first summer month ; and he 
may transplant young trees out of the lower ground 
to the higher, where they have more of the sun, and 
more free air, at any season of the year. What is that 
to you or me ? The goods are his own. The Creator 
of time and winds did a merciful injury (if I dare 
borrow the word) to nature, in landing the passenger 
so early. They love the sea too well who complain 
of a fair wind and a desirable tide, and a speedy 
coming ashore, in that land where all the inhabitants 
have everlasting joy on their heads. He cannot be 
too early in heaven. ^^^ 

It is a beautiful thought of Archbishop Leighton, 
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BK THOU IN THE FEAR OF THE LORD. 

in regard to the death of a little nephew, that departed 
children are but gone to bed a little socJner, as children 
are wont. " John," said he, " is but gone an hour or 
two sooner to bed, as children are used to do, and 
we are undressing to follow. And the more we put 
oflf the love of the present world, and all things super- 
fluous beforehand, we shall have the less to do when 
we lie down." 

Your child, though dead, is still, bereaved parents, 
yours. " God has given me three sons," writes Oliver 
Heywood, " all living, only the youngest lives with 
God, in His immediate presence, having died in in- 
fancy under the covenant." 

Your bairns now at rest, I speak to you and your 
wife, and cause her to read this. They are not lost 
to you that are laid up in Christ's treasury in heaven. 
At the resurrection ye shall meet with them ; they are 
sent before, but not sent away. Let not bairns be 
your idols ; for God will be jealous, and take away the 
idol, because He is greedy of your love wholly. ^^^ 

God calls our loved ones, but we lose not wholly 

What He has given ; 
They live on earth in thought and deed as truly 

As in His heaven. 
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REST IN THE LORD, 

Remember, 

;T' O take no heavier lift of your children than your 
Lord alloweth. Give them room beside your 
heart, but not in the yolk of your heart, where Christ 
should be ; for then they are your idols, not your 
bairns. If your Lord should take any of them home 
to His house, before the storm come on, take it welL 
The owner of the orchard may take down two or three 
apples oflf his own trees before midsummer, and ere 
they get the harvest sun ; and it would not be seemly 
that his servant the gardener should chide him for it 
Let our Lord pluck His own fruit at any season that 
He pleaseth ; they are not lost to you ; they are laid 
up so well, as that they are coffered in heaven, where 
our Lord's best jewels lie.^^^ 

She is not dead — the child of our affection. 

But gone into that school 
Where she no longer needs our poor protection^ 

And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness, seclusion. 

By guardian angels led, 
Safe from temptation, safe from sin's pollutioiiy 

She lives whom we call dead.^ 
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AND WAIT PATIENTLY FOR HIM. 

Remember, 

P HERE is no way of quieting the mind, and of 
silencing the heart of a mother, but godly sub- 
mission. The readiest way for peace and consolation 
to clay vessels is, that it is a stroke of the Potter and 
Former of all things ; and since the holy Lord hath 
loosed the grip, when it was fastened sure upon your 
part, I know that your light, and I hope that your 
heart also, will yield. It is not safe to be at pulling 
and drawing with the omnipotent Lord. Let the pull 
go with Him, for He is strong j and say, " Thy will be 
done on earth as it is in heaven." "^^^ 

My God, my Father, while I stray 
Far from my home, on life's rough way, 

teach me from my heart to say 

Thy will be done. 

If Thou shouldst call me to resign 
What most I prize, — it ne'er was mine ; 

1 only yield Thee what was Thine ; 

Thy will be done.«8 
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PEACE, BE STILL. 




Remember, 

HE most precious belief of the Church is the sal- 
vation of the infant dead. Perhaps the greatest 
of all the triumphs of the cross will be found at last 
to be this, that it has saved half our race in a body, 
by calling them away from the world in infancy. 
Perhaps the greatest joy that is now felt in heaven, 
in view of all things done on earth, is caused by this 
one event, which creates the deepest, widest wave of 
sorrow here, the infant's death. For if there is joy in 
the presence of the angels of God over one sinner 
that repenteth, can we doubt that there is joy there, 
at the happy release of each little suflferer, as they 
pass from death's iron gates, one by one, into the 
heavens to be for ever blest on the bosom of their 
God ? ** Precious in the sight of the Lord is the 
death of the saints.'* How beautiful and glorious 
must be the infant dead ! 

Oh, when a mother meets on high. 

The babe she lost in infancy, 
Hath she not then for pains and fears, 

The day of woe, the watchfid night. 
For ail her sorrows, all her tears, 

An overpayment of delight? 
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IN THE WORLD YE SHALL HAVE TRIBULATIOX I 

With the Word of God in our hands, and the hope 
of heaven in our hearts, there is no death on earth 
so blessed, so consolatory, so hopeful, as the death of 
a little child. An infinite gain to the child, it often 
becomes an instrument of the greatest spiritual bless- 
ings to the parent. Many a mother will praise God 
for ever that the death of her darling babe was made 
the means of her greater sanctification ; or it may be 
of her conversion to God.*^® 

What bliss is bom of sorrow ; 

'Tis never sent in vain, 
The heavenly surgeon maims to save, 

He gives no useless pain. 

Our God, to call us homeward. 

His only Son sent down. 
And now, still more to tempt our hearts, 

Has taken up our own.^ 

Remember, 

HEN the Good Shepherd would draw His wan- 
dering sheep away frbm danger, and gather 
them safely into His fold, He has no more effectual 
mode than to take the little lambs up in His arms. 
Then the sheep will follow Him. So He wins our 

\ 
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BUT BE OP GOOD CHEER. 

worthless hearts. He takes our lambs away. He 
allures to brighter worlds, by removmg our brightest 
objects of aflfection here. 

Oh ! it is sweet to die, — to part from earth, — 

And win all heaven for things of little worth ; 

Then sure thou wouldst not, though thou couldst awake 

The little slumberer, for its mother's sake. 

It is when those we love, in death depart. 

That earth has slightest hold upon the heart 

Hath not bereavement higher wishes taught 

And purified from earth, thine earth-bom thought T 

I know it hath, {p) 

Remember, 

^OUR child is taken kindly in the morning of 
its wanderings, and gathered among the holy, 
and brought home to his Father's house. How 
pure his spirit now ; how happy he is now. 

"Apostles, martyrs, prophets, there 
Around my Saviour stand." 

And among them I behold the infant forms of those 
whose little graves were wet with the tears of parental 
love. I hear their infant voices in the song. Do you 
see in the midst of that bright and blessed throng the 
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I HAVE OVERCOME THE WORLD. 

child you mourn ? I ask not now if you would call 
him back again. I fear you would ! But I ask you, 
What would tempt him back again ? Bring out the 
playthings that he loved on earth, the toys that filled 
his childish heart with gladness, and pleased him on 
the nursery-floor; the paradise that was ever bright 
when he smiled within it ; hold them up, and ask him 
to throw away his harp, and leave the side of his new- 
found friends, and the bosom of his Saviour; and 
would he come, to be a boy again, to live and laugh, 
and love again, to sicken, suffer, die, and perhaps be 
lost ? I think he would stay. I think I would shut 
the door if I saw him coming.^^ 

Mourn not over ear^y graves — for those 

Removed whilst only buds are shown ; 
For God, who sow'd and water' d, knows 

The time to gather in His own. 
This blossom knows no winter s breath, 

Shelter'd beneath the Almighty wing ; 
And though it felt the stroke of death, 

Blest babe ! it never knew its sting. 



\ 
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BLESSED ARE THEY THAT MOURN : 

Remember, 

d^/iJ^HRISTIAN mother, that tiie vision that some- 
^!^ times comes to you in the night-watches, and 
visits you by day, when, for a moment, or it may be for 
more, you retire in spirit from the things that are around, 
and you see the loved little one's form near you, is not a 
mere dream. It is as it were your little one looking iti 
through the windows of your day-tent, upon your spirit 
dwelling within. A\Tien you pass outside, and enter tiie 
unseen and eternal world, you shall find your child again, 
your companion through a long, loving eternity. Need 
I reason more ? You feel the question is not whether 
your child lives and is happy amidst the redeemed in 
the better land, but whether you shall be there. Then 
seek to live so that you may enter within the gates of 
your heavenly home, and be a meet companion of 
your little child in that pure and holy land.*^^ 

No bitter tears for thee be shed. 

Blossom of being ! seen and gone ! 
With flowers alone we strew thy bed, 
O blest departed one. 

Whose all of life, a rosy ray, 
Blush'd into dawn, and pass'd away.** 
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THEY SHALL BE COMFORTED. 

Remember, 

HAT your precious children, whom, in the sweet- 
ness of their infantile innocence, the cold hand 
of death has rifled from your bosoms, are translated 
to the regions of the blest. Those delicate flowers 
which the rude storms of our inclement atmosphere 
have blighted, unfold in eternal fragrancy beneath the 
pleasant beams of the sun's celestial glory. Those 
bright, but little stars, which to us seem prematurely 
quenched, do but sink beneath the horizon, till, wjth 
new lustre and augmented magnitude, they repair their 
drooping radiance, and 

" Flame in the forehead of the morning sky." 

Those gems, more precious than pearls or rubies, of 
which the anguished mother has been despoiled, are 
set in deeper brilliance in that glorious mediatorial 
diadem which encircles the Redeemer's brow. Those 
infantile voices, which had scarce learned to lisp His 
name, now sing in lofty descants, " Salvation to Him 
that sitteth upon the throne, and to the Lamb." Then 
let the stricken hearts of parents, whom death has 
made childless, no longer indulge an immoderate grief. 



^ 
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BLESSED ARE THE MEEK 



Your beloved and lamented offspring, looking down 
from their heavenly spheres, would chide your sorrow.*' 

Oh, hadst thou still on earth remain*d, 

Virion of beauty ! fair, as brief I 
I low soon thy brightness had been stain'd 

With passion or with grief ! 
Now not a sullying breath can rise 
To dim thy glory in the skies.** 

Remember, 

'OUR citizenship is in heaven. A little while and 
j^fe the night of weeping will be over, and a gentle 
hand in a tearless world will dry up the very source of 
tears. Oh, let this " blessed hope" reconcile you to 
the severest discipline of earth! Think often of 
heaven; and that though there be night (ay, seasons 
of deepest, starless night) here^ ^' there is no night 
THERE." No experience there either to be expe- 
rienced or dreaded ! Every day is bringing you 
nearer that home of joy ! nearer reunion with those 
glorified, one of whom, it may be, you are now 
mourning : nearer Him who is now standing with 
the hoarded treasures of Eternity in His hand, and 
tlie hoarded love of Eternity in His heart, {b) 



\ 
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THEY SHALL INHERIT THE EARTH. 




REMEMBEb, 

HEN death goes and plants in its bosom those 
spring flowers, the babes that you love, it 
loses half its terror when it comes to carry you to the 
presence of so many who were near and dear to you. 
You feel less shrinking to cross the valley and shadow 
of death, because of the evidences of those who have 
preceded you. Infants' graves, some one has beauti- 
fully said, are the footprints of angels ; and I feel the 
less hesitancy in adopting that assertion, inasmuch as 
I know that half the human family die in infancy.*^ 

Remember, 

OD is making heaven daily less strange to us, by 
^JJ casting over it more and more of a home aspect. 
He is taking there our relatives and friends, — ^fathers, 
mothers, sisters, brothers, wives, and children^ till, at 
length, it will only be the exchange of this cold, bleak, 
and precarious home, for a bright, joyous, unchange- 
able one. If we felt iliore the blessedness of that 
home, and compared it with the troubles and trials of 
our present state, we should exclaim, — *® 
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HEAVEN AND EARTH, BECAUSE THOU HAST HID 



For God, who sow'd and watered, knows 
The time to gather in His own. 

This blossom knows no winter breath, 
Shelter'd beneath the Almighty wing ; 

And though it felt the stroke of death. 
Blest babe ! it never knew its sting. {J)) 

Remember, 

JATIE is gone. Where? To Heaven. An 
Q^ angel came and took her away. She was a 
lovely child — gentle as a lamb ; the pet of the whole 
family ; the youngest of them all. But she could not 
stay with us any longer. She had an angel-sister in 
heaven who was waiting for her. The angel-sister 
was with us only a few months, but she has been in 
heaven many years, and she must have loved Katie, 
for everybody loved her. The loveliest flowers are 
often* the soonest plucked. ^^ 

Weep not for her ! Oh she was far too fair, 
Too pure, to dwell on this guilt-tainted earth ; 

The sinless glory and the golden air 

Of Zion seem'd to claim her from her birth 1 

A spirit wandering from its native zone, 

Which, soon discovering, took her for its own : 

Weep not for her! 



:^ 
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THESE THINGS FROM THE WISE AND PRt7DENT» 



Weep not for her ! Her span was like the sky, 
Whose thousand stars shme beautiful and bright ; 

Like flowers that know not what it is to die ; 
Like long-link*d, shadeless months of Polar light ; 

Like music floating o'er a waveless lake, 

While echo answers from the flowery brake, 

Weep not for her! 



Remember, 

" ^r* OD dries up the channels, that you may be haply 
^ compelled to plunge into an infinite ocean of 
happiness." Blissful thought ! Father, mother, you 
who mourn over the grave of your little one, look up ! 
Know that the chastening rod is in your Father's 
hand, and that if He hath taken away, He first did 
give, and He doeth all things well. He g»^e you the 
bud of beauty, and you centered your happiness in 
its being. He saw that this was not for your good, 
so He took away the child, whose presence had been 
as a leaping, sparkling streamlet to your heart's love, 
that that heart, which had before but tasted of earthly, 
might be lost in the immensity of heavenly love. 

With what unknown delight the mother smiled, 
When this frail treasure in her armsishe pressed 1 
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AND HAST REVEALED THEM UNTO BABES. 

Her prayer was heard, — she clasp'd a living child, — 

But how the gift transcends the poor request ! 
A child was all she ask'd, with many a vow ; 
Mother, behold the child an angel now I 

Now in her Father's house she finds a place ; 

Or, if to earth she take a transient flight, 
*Tis to fulfil the purpose of His grace, 

To guide thy footsteps to the world of light ; — 
A ministering spirit sent to thee, 
That where she is, there thou mayst also be. 

Remember, 

HATEVER may be your grief for the death of 
your children, it might have been still greater 
for their life. Bitter experience once led a good man 
to say, " It is better to weep for ten children dead, 
than for one living." Remember the heart-piercing 
affliction of David, whose son sought his life, (p) 

** Not for the babe that sleepeth here 

Thy tears bestow, thy sorrows give, — 
Pass on, and weep with grief sincere 
For those who innocence outlive. 

** Ere sin could blight or sorrow fade, 
Death came with friendly care, 
The opening bud to heaven convey'd. 
And bade it blossom there." 
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EVEN SO, FATHER, 




Remember, 

? HE soul of the cherub child, that dies on its 
mother's breast, wings its way to heaven uncon- 
scious of the joys it might share here, as well as of the 
many many miseries of which it might be partaker. 
This can hardly be called death. It is but the calm, 
soft ebbing of the gentle tide of life, to flow no more 
in the troubled ocean of existence \ it is but the 
removal of a fair creature — too pure for earthly stay 
— to make one of that bright band of cherubim which 
encompasses in glory and in joy the throne of the 
living God. {b) 

Then thou, the mother of so sweet a child, 
Her false-imagined loss cease to lament, 

And wisely learn to curb thy sorrows wild ; 
Think what a present thou to God has sent, 
And render Him with patience what He lent.'® 

Remember, 

.#HE child is not dead, but sleepethj or rather, 
wide awake to the blessed reality of glory, 
honour, and immortality. She is now rejoicing in the 
smile of Him who said to you, as you clung to the 
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FOR SO IT SEEMETH GOOD IN THY SIGHT. 

departing object of your affections, as truly as He 
said to the disciples of old — " Suffer the little one to 
come unto me." It is His prerogative — and oh what 
comfort to the Christian parent to realise this clearly ! — 
" to gather the lambs into His arms, and carry them 
in His bosom/' He has use for them in heaven. If 
aged saints there are stars in His diadem, young spirits, 
gathered thither in the bud, by virtue of His atoning 
merits, cluster like a garland of beauty around HimJ^ 

Shall I then ask thee back, my own ? 
Back — and leave thy spirit's brightness ? 
Back — and leave the robes of whiteness ? 
Back — and leave thine angel mould ? 
Back — and leave those streets of gold ? 
Back — and leave the Lamb who feeds thee ? 
Back — from founts to which He leads thee ? 
Back — and leave thy heavenly Father? 
Back — to earth and sin ? Nay, rather 
Would I live in solitude ! 
I would not ask thee if I could^ 
But patient wait the high decree 
That calls my spirit home to thee ! 



X 
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O LORD, I AM OPPRESSED ; 

Remember, 

^l^\IY^Qi\5Qi)^ God has not seen fit to reveal to us 
^^ all the mutual relations of the fixture state, yet 
some of the words that He has inspired are radiant 
with glory. 

Does He see us prostrate beside some tomb ? " Sor- 
row not," He says, " like those who have no hope. 
/ will bring them back; when I return they shall be 
with me. At that solemn hour you living ones shall 
not prevent them that are asleep. In a moment, at 
the voice of the Archangel, your beloved ones will 
rise again; you will come together to meet me. 
Comfort ye one another with these words ; do not be 
comforted like those who have no hope.'* 

Have you listened attentively to these sweet and 
subtle words ; have you gathered this promise to your 
hearts ; fully appreciated its considerate tenderness ? 

Oh, be sure He who Himself thus loves, will never 
break our hearts ! Sadness ! yes, that is natural ; but 
let our sadness be fraught with confidence'; Jesus will 

■ 

bring back our lost ones with Him. 

A long period of waiting would distress. The 
living shall not prevent them that sleep. 
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UNDERTAKE FOR ME. 

But where ? How ? Be not afraid \ the shout of 
triumph sounds from one end of heaven to the other, 
and we shall be all assembled — all together with 
Jesus. 

" Together /" exclaims St Paul. " Risen together — 
together seated in heavenly places ! " ^ 

REUNION IN HEAVEN. 

When shall we meet again^ 

Meet ne'er to sever? 
When will peace wreathe her chain 

Round us for ever? 
Our hearts will ne'er repose 
Safe from each blast that blows 
In this dark vale of woes — 

Never — no, Never 1 

When shall love freely flow, 

Pure as life's river? 
When shall sweet friendship glow, 

Changeless for ever? 
Where joys celestial thrill. 
Where bliss each heart shall fill, 
And fears of parting chill — 

Never — no, Never I 

Up to that world of light, 
Take us, dear Saviour ; 
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IN THE LORD PUT I MY TRUST. 

May we all there unite, 

Happy, for ever : 
Where kmdred spirits dwell. 
There may our music swell. 
And time our joys dispel — 

Never — ^no, Never ! 

Soon shall we meet again — 
Meet ne'er to sever ; 

Soon will peace wreathe her chain 
Round us for ever ; 

Our hearts will then repose 

Secure from worldly woes ; 

Our songs of praise shall close — 
Never — no, Never ! 




/>!< EADER — Fare thee well ! 

As much good stay with thee as go with me ! ^ 

Call'd by affliction every grace to prove, 
In patience perfect, and complete in love, 
Over death victorious, — thus a Saviour's might 
Is seen triumphant with the saints in light ip) 



THE END. 
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